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INVOCATION. 


'TO    BATTLE! 


The  cry  came,  '*to  battle!"     The  bugles 

shrilled  alarm; 

The  call  pealed  through  Britain,  '  *  rise ! 

arm,  citizejts,  arm  !  " 

The  sound  of  guns  afar  came  over  the 

channel  sea, 

"Joy!  ye  sons  of  Britain  for  the  glory 

now  to  be  !  " 

Oh !  ye  responded  quickly,  for  men  flocked 

out  to  fight, 

To  free  the  soul  of  freedom,  and  certify 

the  right. 

Are  there  cowards  waiting  till  by  others 

victory  won  ? 

Nay !   thrill  the  pride  of  Britain — be  a 

hero — E  VER  Y  son  ! 

CHRISTIE    DBAS, 
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HELEN   ABERCROMBY. 


THE    HARVEST. 

(September,  1914.) 


LJ  ARK  !    to  the  booming  and  thund'ring  cannon, 

Hark  !  to  the  tramping  of  numberless  feet ! 
On  come  our  sons  through  harvest  fields  golden, 
Full  in  the  ear  is  the  barley  and  wheat ! 

Why  do  they  come,  our  brave  stalwart  thousands  ? 

(Shadowy  forms  they  appear  in  the  dawn,) 
Are  they  the  harvesters,  eager  to  gather, 

This  glorious  reaping  of  ripe  waving  corn  ? 

Harvesters  ?    yes  !    there  is  reaping  this  morning — 
But  what  is  mown  down  in  this  bright  summer  sun? 

Is  that  the  steel  of  the  sickle  that  dazzles  ? 

What  fills  the  fields  when  the  reaping  is  done  ? 

Still  forms  !    as  you  lie,  yet  silently  speaking 
Athwart  those  wide  fields  of  ripening  grain. 

Our  brave  British  sons,  our  heroes,  our  fallen. 
Tell  us  the  glory  of  Death  without  stain. 


ON    THE    EUROPEAN    WAR.  15 


Trampled  the  corn  is,  broken  and  beaten 
Unheeded  it  lies  (not  golden,  but  red)  ; 

Red  with  the  blood  of  our  brave,  and  our  honoured 
Who  fought  for  dear  country,  till  Life  itself  fled  ! 

Oh  !    what  a  harvest  of  glory  and  triumph, 

All  honour  to  those,  who  for  Might  and  for  Right 

Laid  down  their  lives,  as  they  plunged  into  battle 
Reaping  reward,  rich  and  rare  in  God's  sight ! 

Reap  on  !    true-hearted,  brave  harvesters.  Reap  ! 

Grieve  not  to  die,  when  the  reaping  is  done ; 
Your  harvest  is  gathered  in  Heavenly  garners, 

Real  Life  for  you  all,  has  now  only  begun ! 
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PAULINE  BATE. 


TO  BERLIN. 


A    ROAD  in  France  and  a  long  retreat 

(Our  backs  to  Berlin  and  the  German  lines !) 
But  we  owned  not — knew  not — the  word  "  defeat  " 
(Through  a  night's  long  vigil  the  moon  still  shines!) 

A  road  in  Belgium — the  goal — Berlin 

(Oh  !  alien  lands  and  the  roads  they  wind  !) 

In  France  and  in  Belgium  they  gather  us  in 
(The  fallen  ones  that  we  left  behind). 

An  open  space,  and  the  guns  ahead, 

(Charge !  in  the  good  old  British  style  !) 

A  bursting  shell  and  a  heap  of  dead — 
(Comrade,  good-bye  for  a  little  while  !) 

A  German  road — and  the  goal  in  sight 

(The  goal  in  sight — but  our  ranks  are  thin  !) 

The  march  is  long  through  the  day  and  night, 
(But  the  tune  of  our  marching  is  "  To  Berlin  !  ") 

On  to  Berlin  and  back  again  ! 

(Back  to  the  isles  that  the  wild  seas  bind  ;) 
Oh !  the  joy  of  return  from  over  the  main  ! 

(Forget  not  those  whom  we  left  behind). 
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HANNAH  BOLLAND. 


HEROES   ALL. 


TNSTANT  they  came,  some  who  knew  the  risks,  some 

Who  could  not  know, 
Each  seeking  but  to  give  his  all  for  right, 

To  deal  his  blow, 
Heroes  whose  love  could  suffer  no  delay 
To  do  their  part  their  country's  debt  to  pay. 

Time  passed — and  still  they  come,  knowing  the  risk. 

None  heedless  now. 
Knowing  the  blood-stained  page,  which  to  avenge 

All  else  must  bow — 
Adding  to  their  short  years  that  they  may  gain 
The  right  to  yield  their  lives  to  death  and  pain. 

"'Tis  worst  for  women,"  that  is  man's  brave  word. 

They  say  it  not 
But,  glorified  by  it  and  heartened,  they 

Accept  their  lot  • 

And  joyfully  fulfil  their  bitter  share. 
To  stand  beside  the  cross  of  those  who  dare. 
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JESSIE    BONNYMAN,     M.S.P. 


TO   THE   KAISER. 


C^  O,  Kaiser,  go  !  for  mercy  plead 

Ere  yet  it  be  too  late  ; 
Root  out  for  ever  from  your  heart 
Your  deadly  pride  and  hate. 

Go  seek  some  quiet  sequestered  spot, 

Unseen  and  all  alone, 
And  let  repentance  fill  your  soul — 

To  God  seek  to  atone. 

The  crown,  which  now  adorns  your  brow. 

Will  soon  be  laid  aside. 
The  army,  which  was  oft  your  boast. 

We'll  scatter  far  and  wide. 

You  know  old  Britain's  arm  is  strong, 
You  feel  her  might  and  power  ; 

Like  waves  she'll  o'er  your  Kingdom  roll, 
Soon,  soon  will  come  that  hour. 
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We  heard  dear  Belgium  cry  for  help, 

Nor  heard  that  cry  in  vain. 
We  saw  your  wanton  cruelties 

In  sweet  and  fair  Louvain. 

The  air  was  pierced  with  piteous  cries, 

With  deep  and  doleful  sounds  ; 
Naught,  naught  could  stay  your  lust  for  blood 

Your  fury  knew  no  bounds. 

We  looked  upon  their  shameless  deeds, 
Through  eyes  bedim med  with  tears  ; 

Saw  broken  hearts  which  ne'er  can  heal 
Through  all  the  coming  years. 

We  stood  aghast,  with  horror  filled, 

The  teardrops  fell  like  rain  ; 
Where  now  yon  old  Cathedral  grand. 

The  glory  of  Louvain  ? 

Where,  M'here  the  relics  of  the  past  ? 

The  art,  the  priceless  gems  ? 
Wrecked,  ruined,  broken,  all  destroyed. 

And  flung  into  the  flames. 

Go,  Kaiser  go  !    for  mercy  plead 

Ere  yet  it  be  too  late ; 
Root  out  for  ever  from  your  heart 

Your  deadly  pride  and  hate. 
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EDITH    MARIA    BRIGGS,    LL.A. 


PEACE    WITH   DISHONOUR? 
NEVER! 


I 


N  her  dreams,  our  England,   sleeping, 
Heard  the  rumble  of  war  afar, 
And  strove  for  the  peace  of  nations, 
With  Right  as  her  guiding  star. 


But,  roused  by  a  traitorous  whisper. 

Spurned  in  wrath  the  base  Judas  away, 

Cried  "Peace  with  dishonour,  never!" 
And  called  her  sons  to  the  fray ! 
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BLANCHE    ADELAIDE    BROCK. 


BRITAIN'S    AWAKENING. 

(Beginning  of  the  Great  European  War  of  1914). 


"^AZRAPPED  in  a  dreamy  sleep  for  decades  past, 

In  mystic  arms  of  confidence  held  fast 
Britons  reposed,  heedless  of  War's  forecast. 

Faint  rumblings  in  the  distance  murmured  late, 
But  not  enough  to  rouse  from  tranquil  state 
The  sleeping  millions,  listless  of  their  fate. 

To-day  the  world  with  one  full  crash  supreme 
Resounds  ;  the  crater's  burst,  the  lava  stream 
Spreads  onward  to  earth's  compass-points  extreme. 

Their  sleep  is  o'er!    The  men  of  Britain  wake, 
And  each  brave  son  goes  forth  his  berth  to  take — 
To  give  his  life  for  British  honour's  sake. 

God  help  the  gallant  men  !    God  gird  their  hearts 
With  strength  and  grace  to  nobly  do  their  parts 
And  conquering,  foil  for  aye  the  tyrant's  arts. 
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MEG    BRODIE. 


BRITANNIA    AND    HER   COLONIES. 

THRONG  of  many  nations  stands, 
In  coloured  garments  bright  and  gay, 
Upon  old  Thames's  famous  strands, 
To  greet  their  Queen  this  Empire  Day. 

Our  loved  Britannia  near  us  draws, 
And  from  the  waiting  throng  a  cry 

Of  adoration,  love,  applause, 

Rings  clearly  out  o'er  earth  and  sky. 

In  simple  dress  so  pure  and  white, 

Upon  her  chariot  see  her  there  ; 
A  lovely  vision,  tall  in  height, 

With  long  and  flowing  golden  hair. 

Behind  her  ride  four  maidens  fair: 
Tall  Albion — she  with  calm  blue  eye 

And  a  red  rose  in  her  brown  hair  ; 

Beside  her,  Wales,— small,  dark  and  shy. 

There  rides  tall  Scotia— blue-eyed,  stern, 
With  cheek-bones  high,  and  hair  of  red, 

A  wreath  of  thistle,  blue-bell,  fern, 
Upon  her  proud  and  lofty  head. 
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And  there  rides  Erin,— fair  and  gay, 
With  many  a  merry  jest  and  song. 

In  truth,  a  splendid  train  this  day 
Ride  with  their  noble  Queen  along. 

Then  forward  comes,  with  lowly  grace, 

The  representative  of  each  one 
Of  all  the  daughters  of  her  race, 

Upon  whom  never  sets  the  sun. 

Each  colony,  with  sweeping  bow. 
See  standing  'fore  Britannia  there, 

Her  speaking  homage  sweet  to  vow 
And  love  and  loyalty  to  declare. 

Our  Queen  speaks  in  her  calm  sweet  way. 
To  thank  them  all  with  love  and  pride, 

Nought  ever  need  she  fear  nor  they 
If  but  they  all  would  faithful  bide. 

She  turns  to  go.     Then  forth  there  rings 

From  that  great  throng  on  Thames's  strand, 
A  cry  :  "  O  God,  Thou  King  of  Kings, 

Bless  our  Britannia,  bless  our  land !  " 
*  *  *  ^ 

A  year  has  passed,  a  year  of  war. 

Since  here  we  all  assembled  last ; 
The  earth  is  shaken  to  its  core, 

The  whole  world  watching  stands  aghast. 
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Another  throng  stands  here  once  more, 
But  colours  brilliant  now  are  rare, 

Khaki  and  blue  are  to  the  fore, 
And  many  all  in  black  are  there. 

Britannia  comes  ;  the  same  her  train, 
But  all  without  their  joy  and  fun  ; 

Anxiety,  bereavement,  pain. 
Are  in  the  eyes  of  every  one. 

Each  colony  doth  forward  move, 
In  most  impressive  silence  bows  ; 

Her  deeds  are  proof  enough  of  love, 
There  is  no  need  for  loyal  vows. 

Britannia  speaks  :   "  I  thank  you  all, 
Both  for  your  homage  here  to-day, 

And  for  your  answering  my  call 
In  such  a  noble,  selfless  M'ay. 

"  I  called  for  money  and  for  men, 

Also  to  Canada  for  steeds. 
And  you  replied  most  promptly  then 

With  generous  gifts  and  valiant  deeds. 

"  Gifts,  noble  gifts,— your  lives,  your  blood, 
Your  loved  ones,  money,  arms  and  food 

In  poured  a  never-ceasing  flood 
Of  loyal  offerings,  true  and  good. 
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"  Deeds,  gallant  deeds,  your  loyalty  proves, — 
Your  men  have  fought  with  wondrous  power, 

From  every  land  great  armies  move 
The  pride  and  wonder  of  the  hour, 

"  We've  seen  much  strength  and  fortitude, 

A  certain  love  of  danger-spice. 
Each  with  that  spirit  choice  imbued 

Of  patriotic  sacrifice. 

"  I  thank  you  all.     You've  been  to  me 
All  that  a  Mother's  Daughters  should 

Effective  help  and  sympathy 

You  gave  me,  as  I  knew  you  would. 

"And  though  the  war  is  not  yet  o'er, 
I  know  that  you'll  be  with  me  still, 

Yet  richer  gifts  on  me  to  pour, 

More  men  to  give,  more  blood  to  spill. 

"  And  e'er  will  we  our  allies  aid, 

And  e'er  deny  that  '  Might  is  Right ! ' 

Our  resolution  ne'er  shall  fade 

To  claim  and  prove  that  '  Right  is  Might ! '  " 

Embodiment  of  Right  stands  she  ; 

A  prayer  rings  out  from  Thames's  strand  : 
"O  God,  who  every  good  doth  see, 

Bless  our  Great  Cause,  our  Queen,  our  Land." 
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BERTHA    BROWNSWORD. 


A    VOICE  FROM   HELL. 

Supposed  to  be  from  a  German  in  the  Infernal  Regions, 


A  FTER  long  years  of  lechery  and  sin 

I  died  and  lo,  to  Hades  came  my  soul; 
For  ever  cursed  it  has  to  dwell  herein 

The  while  Eternity  doth  ceaseless  roll. 
The  body  dead — the  soul  immortal  lives — 

And  mine,  like  myriads  in  this  awful  place 
Is  firm  controlled  by  One  who  ne'er  forgives 

The  blasphemous  deeds  that  anguish  and  debase. 
Yes,  I  am  Dead  to  what  we  knew  as  Life — 

Dead,  but  my  eyes  can  see,  my  brain  can  feel. 
Dead,  whilst  my  mind  in  agonising  strife 

Has  power  to  know  what  Life  could  ne'er  reveal. 
Dead,  and  for  ever  Dead,  how  shall  I  tell 
The  harrowing  horrors  seen  by  me  in  Hell  ? 
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The  Frau  so  brutally  ignored  by  me 

Was  in  another's  fond  and  close  embrace  ; 
An  unknown  joy  and  wildly  passionate  glee 

Made  glorified  the  beauty  of  her  face. 
And  little  Gretchen — O,  Eternal  Lord, 

She  was  but  eighteen  when  the  world  I  left : 
I  saw  her  raped  and  ravished  by  a  horde 

Of  drunken  brutes  till  her  life  was  bereft ; 
But  her  sweet  spirit  sojourns  not  with  mine, 

It  is  not  here — O  !  Great  Incarnate  God 
Would  Thou  hadst  made  me  as  Thou  madest  swine, 

Instead  of  human  springing  from  a  clod, 

For  everlasting  damned  and  doomed  to  dwell 
And  know  the  happenings  of  Earth  in  Hell  ! 

"  St.  Helens  Reporter  " 
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ELIZA    BUDGEN. 


A    PRESENT  PR  A  YER. 


"XA/HILE  on  our  knees  to  Thee  we  fall, 
O  God  of  Nations,  hear  our  call 

As  special  grace  we  plead  ; 
For  while  the  dread  and  angry  sword 
Doth  work  its  bitter,  fell  award, 

Most  heavy  is  our  need. 

Then  grant  us.  Lord,  the  patriot's  flame, 
Brooking  nor  self,  nor  party's  fame. 

If  strong  at  heart  we  stand  ; 
Give  us  the  purpose,  sure  and  true, 
A  steadfast  zeal  in  all  we  do 

To  serve  our  own  dear  land  ! 

For  still  the  call  to  arms  is  heard. 
And  still  the  country's  pulse  is  stirred 

To  conquer,  or  to  die  : 
Lord,  with  Thy  grace  our  lives  enfold, 
Make  rulers  wise,  make  warriors  bold 

To  gain  the  victory. 

Above  the  strife,  above  the  feuds. 
Above  the  bitter  hate  that  broods 

O'er  jealousy  and  wrongs, — 
Above  the  clouds,  send  Thou  Thy  ray, 
Oh,  turn  our  darkness  into  day. 

Our  mourning  into  songs. 
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BEATRICE    BUNTING. 


THE  WAR  OF  THE    WIND  AND  THE 

FOREST. 


TT  rose  with  violent,  dreadful  gusts  and  rushing, 
Swept  the  trees  and  left  them  leafless,  bare  ; 
Rushed  whirling  in  its  mad,  demented  anger 
And  killed  the  little  buds — yet  did  net  care. 

"  Oh  !   Hell-hound  go  !  "  the  forest  shrieked  in  answer, 
And  bending,  tried  to  shelter  near  the  ground, 

Yet  those  who  found  the  shelter  that  they  craved  for, 
Arose  no  more,  the  end  of  all  had  found. 

"  Lean  not,  lean  not,"   cried  one  unto  another, 
"  Stand  firm  !  and  list,  oh,  list  to  what  I  say: 

This  is  only  some  great  wind-storm  blowing. 
To-morrow  may  bring  forth  a  new  fair  day." 

And  hearing  on  all  sides  the  word  of  comfort. 

The  trees  put  forth  their  strength  and  stood  upright. 

And  beaten  back  and  cursing  went  the  wind-storm, 
And  all  its  fiends  were  lost  in  stillest  ni^ht. 
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LOUIE     DAVOREN     BURKE. 


THE    BRAVE    BOYS    OF  THE    WEST. 

(A  Tribute  to  the  Canadians). 


nPHERE'S  the  cowboy  from  Alberta  and  the  clerk 
from  Montreal — 

Types    of    British    manhood   who    have    answered 
England's  call. 

The    motherland    is    pleading    with    her    children 
overseas, 

Though  there's  little  need  of  pleading  with  children 
such  as  these  ! 

Brave,  stalwart  sons  of  Britain,  they  are  eager  for 
the  fray. 

And  at  the  signal  given  see  them  haste  away. 
The  cowboy  leaves  the  prairie  for  war's  grim  fields 
of  blood, 

And  the  deskman  leaves  the  city  for  tracks  of  gore 
and  mud. 

Both  are  eager  for  the  fighting,  and  gladly  will  they 
die 

Ere  the  pride  of  Mother  England  in  the  dust  shall 
lie. 

Though   the    seas    divide    them,    by    English    ties 
they're  bound, 

And   love    for   home   and  birth-land   deep   in  each 
heart  is  found. 
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ELIZABETH    MAUD    BUSKIN. 


Nurse  Edith  Cavell,  shot  by  the  Huns  at  Brussels, 
October  12th,  1915,  at  2  a.m.  Her  crime  was  helping 
her  countrymen  and  our  allies. 


BRITAIN   THE    AVENGER. 


l^OW  men,  do  you  see  this  picture,  which  should 

fill  you  with  sorrowful  pride  ? 
Just   a   woman  in   her   garden,    with   pet  dogs  close 

beside. 
The  subject  is  not    uncommon,  but  before  you  pass 

on  your  way — 
I  will   tell    you    a    deathless    story — Let    it   stir  each 

man  to-day ! 


For  nine  long  years  this  lady  of  wonderful  heart  and 

brain 
Had  spent  her  time  in  "  nursing."  and  worked  with 

might  and  main. 
Huns  as  well  as  English  can  testify  to  her  care, 
The  Brussels  "Florence  Nightingale" — a  title  grand 

to  wear, 
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My  heart  is  choking  with  sorrow,  as  I  think  of   the 
pitiless  Hun 

Who    martyred    our    noblest    daughter — the    foulest 
deed  he's  done — 

"What's  that?"  you  ask — now  listen,  and  as  the  tale 
I  tell— 

Join    up  with    our   gallant  forces   and    avenge  brave 
Edith  Cavell  ! 


They  found  she  had  harboured  our  soldiers  (men  of 
her  blood  and   race), 

And  helped  the  French  and  Belgians  with  money  to 
leave  the  place. 

Boldly  she  owned  to  Von   Bissing  her   success,  and 

he  learned  the  fact 
That  an  Englishwoman  could  "do  her  bit,"  and  glory 

in  the  act. 

He  listened  with  German  grimness,   and  determined 

she  should  die, 
But  afraid  of  what  the  World  would  say  (for  he  knew 

she  was  no  "  Spy"), 
Kept  all  his  doings  secret — they  would  not  bear  the 

light- 
Till  America  and  valiant    Spain  received  bad   news 

by  night. 
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Like  knights  of  old,  these  brave  good  men  rallied  to 
Edith's  aid  ; 

They  wrote,  they  prayed  for  mercy,  that  "  sentence  " 
be  delayed. 

No  human   means  were  wanting  to   save  that  noble 

life, 
But    Brussels'    Governor    refused  —  Her    hlood   must 

seal  the  strife. 

They  led  her  out  one  morning  towards  the  hour  of 

two  ; 
The  chaplain  had  attended  and  bidden  her  "adieu." 

She  told  him    "  She  was   happy  for  England's  sake 
to  die," 

And  calm  and  brave   like  any    man — awaited  death 
now  nigh. 

The  "firing-party"  gathered — the  bullets   sped  their 

way. 

And  Edith  Caveli's  spirit  passed — victim   of  German 

sway. 

What  think  you  of  this  record?    In  memory  of  that 

grave 
Fight  for  your  wives  and  Liberty,  and  show  yourselves 

as  brave. 
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VIOLET    DOROTHY    CHAPMAN. 


THE    PHCENIX. 


A  S  from  the  ashes  of  its  funeral  pyre 

The  phoenix  rose  aloft  and  spread  its  wings, 
The  type  of  an  unconquerable  desire 

For  infinite,  immortal,  deathless  things  ; 
The  mystic  old  Egyptian  legend  saith 

It  winged  its  way  through  flame  to  Paradise — 
Symbol  of  Life  triumphant  over  Death, 

And  resurrection  won  through  sacrifice  ! 

Thus,  from  the  pyre  of  a  nation's  grief, 

Thou  too,  immortal  Belgium,  shalt  arise — 
Though  now  thy  country,  stricken  past  relief, 

Cries  out  for  vengeance  to  the  smoking  skies, 
Thy  soul,  invincible,  undaunted,  grand, 

Winning  through  sacrifice  its  great  renown. 
Shall,  from  the  ashes  of  thy  ruined  land, 

Rise,  phoenix-like,  to  strike  the  Eagle  down 
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G.    TAVERNER    CLARKE. 


ROSES. 


nPHERE  were  roses,  flowers   of  England,  in  the 
home  he  left  behind  ; 
Red  for  valour,  white  for  virtue;  red  for  vengeance, 
white  for  ruth ; 
Crimson  red  for  all  the  glory  he  was  going  forth  to 
find, 
White  for  what  he  left  in  England — peace  and 
happiness  and  youth. 


Red  like  roses  was  the  workers'  blood  that  tingled 
in  his  veins, — 
Working  son  of  working  parents,  born  to  labour, 
reared  to  toil, 
Warm'd  with  all  his  country's  sunbeams,  wet  with 
all  his  country's  rains, — 
Who  should  love  our  England  more  than  he  who 
tills  the  English  soil  ? 
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And  his  soul  was  as  the  white  rose,  fair  and  spotless, 
brave  and  bold  ; — 
Was  there  not  an  older  warrior,  that  we  needs 
must  send  a  boy. 
Leaving  half  Life's  cup  untasted,  leaving  half  Life's 
tale  untold, 
Knowing  naught  of  manhood's  sorrow,  knowing 
naught  of  manhood's  joy? 

Fading,  falling  were  the  home-grown  roses  that  the 
lad  had  kept. 
Faded,  fallen  were  his  comrades  at  the  closing  of 
the  day. 
And  more  white  than  palest  flowers  was  the  face  of 
one  who  slept. 
And  a  crimson,  not  of  roses,  marked  the  couch 
on  which  he  lay. 

There   were    pure   white    roses    clasped    within    a 
woman's  shaking  hand, 
And  there  was  no  grave  whereon  to  lay  her  token 
if  she  could; 
But   "somewhere,"   as   the  papers    told  her,  in  an 
alien  land, 
Lay  the  white  rose  of  boyhood  stained  with  the 
red  rose  of  blood. 
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FLORENCE     GLEE,     M.S.P. 


BRITANNIA'S    COMMAND. 


HTAKE  up  the  Sword  of  Justice, 

And  strike  while  yet  you  may ; 
Awaken  to  the  dangers 
Arising  from  delay ! 

Take  up  the  Sword  of  Justice, 
And  strengthen  Britain's  hand ; 

Show  by  your  loyal  service, 
Love  for  your  native  land. 

Take  up  the  Sword  of  Justice, 

And  guard  your  loved  ones  dear  ; 

No  mercy  will  be  shown  them 
If  German  troops  land  here. 

Take  up  the  Sword  of  Justice, 

Avenge  a  fallen  friend  ! 
Leave  not  a  gap  wide  open 

Which  you  could  well  defend. 
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Take  up  the  Sword  of  Justice, 
And  aid  our  Allies  true  ; 

Fear  not  the  countless  dangers 
While  they  are  needing  you. 

Take  up  the  Sword  of  Justice, 
While  women  work  and  pray. 

Striving  to  help  their  loved  ones 
Till  Peace  shall  end  the  Fray. 

Take  up  the  Sword  of  Justice, 
As  Sons  of  Freedom  should. 

For  Britain's  future  welfare, 
And  Universal  Good. 
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MARY    CLEPHANE. 


SPRING,    1915. 


A  H,  what  has  come  to  England — 

The  merry  months  are  here  again — 
She  cannot  take  the  gay  salute — they  call 
In  vain  ! 

The  rush  of  light  and  laughter 

Goes  by  unseen,  unheard,  to-day. 
For  England,  sad  and  sore  of  heart,  has  turned 
Away. 

She  marks  an  awful  Blackness, 

Like  shades  of  night  that  westward  roll 
On  sobbing  winds  that  shiver  dirge-like  through 
Her  soul ; 

A  cry  that  rends  the  midnight — 

A  great  exceeding  bitter  cry. 
The  sons,  the  Only  Sons,  the  Dearly-loved — 
Must  die! 

Oh,  how  is  she  to  bear  it — 

How  face  a  world  in  spring  array — 
What  note  of  joy  can  reach  her  stricken  heart 
To-day  ! 
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KATHLEEN    MONTGOMERY    COATES. 


AFTERWARDS. 


^^^E  shall  see  rise  to  light  a  day  more  full, 

Wisdom  with  less  alloy, 
God  grant !  —  who  now  M^atch  in  the  crucible 
All  we  held  fast  of  hope,  of  life,  of  joy. 

But,  all  our  days,  what  price  for  wisdom  thus  ? 

Still  skies  and  quiet  earth. 

And  not  for  us,— oh,  never  again  for  us 

The  brave,  glad  foolishness,  the  Christ-child's 
mirth  ! 
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HELEN  HESTER  COLVILL. 


THE    WOMEN. 


1_I  USH  !  Hush  !  Tread  very  softly  !  speak  no  word— 
These  be  the  mourners  standing  round  his  pall: — 
His  young  wife,  widowed,  bearing  on  her  arm 
His  orphan  babe,  parent  of  babes  to  be  ; 
With  them  his  mother,  she  who  long  ago 
Rejoiced  a  man-child  was  born,  flesh  of  her  flesh, 
Brought  him  from  child  to  youth,  from  youth  to  man, 
And  gave  him  to  his  country,  that  he  might  die 
For  all  the  babes  and  mothers  in  her  homes. 
Mother  and  wife  and  child  !     Now  he  is  dead  ; 
Their  day  of  doom  has  come  ;  and  so  they  weep 
Albeit  with  pride.     The  roof-tree  of  their  house 
Is  gone,  and  all  its  strength  and  shelter,  joys 
And  memories.     These  be  the  martyrs,  who 
For  a  noble  cause  have  sacrificed  their  all, 
And  now  do  not  regret,  although  they  grieve. 
They  linger  by  his  bier,  and  on  their  brows 
Wear  wreaths  of  amaranth  and  laurel  crowns. 

Behind  them  stands  a  shadowy,  grey-clad  form, 
Half  seen,  unwishful  to  intrude,  downcast:  — 
She  who  has  had  no  husband,  borne  no  son. 
Alone,  reft  of  all  pride,  a  cumberer  of  the  ground — 
Be  patient  with  her  !    He  died  also  for  her — 
His  sister ! 
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NORAH    MARY    CRAWFORD. 


IT  IS  I— BE   NOT  AFRAID. 


CTEEPED  is  the  Earth  in  slaughter ; 

Loud  is  the  Battle-cry ; 
Mined  is  the  deep-sea  water  ; 
O,  be  not  afraid — it  is  I. 

Torn  are  the  hearts  of  mothers  ; 

Wives  and  mothers-to-be ; 
I  sometimes  take  two  brothers, 

And  now  and  again  I  take  three  ! 

Where  is  your  great  achievement? 

It  is  swallowed  in  the  deep. 
Look  up  in  your  bereavement, 

I  am  near  to  you  when  you  w^eep. 

Look  up — be  strong — have  courage, 

I  am  the  God  of  Love ; 
Out  of  this  earthly  carnage 

My  Kingdom  is  coming  above. 
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Who  in  the  far  back  ages — 

(Not  very  long  ago, 
Only  history  pages 

Would  have  you  to  think  it  is  so) 

Who  put  the  seed  eternal 

Into  each  human  heart  ? 
I  am  the  God  Paternal, 

It  is  I  who  stick  to  my  part. 

I  who  care  for  My  flower, 

The  great  I   AM  in  you  : 
All  that  I  gave  of  power 

It  is  that  which  is  ME  in  you. 

Did  you  water  the  flower? 

The  seed  I  gave  to  you  ^ 
Was  it  not  rather  poAver 

In  everything  else  that  you  grew? 

I  am  easy  to  nourish, 

I  only  drink  of  love  ; 
Just  as  all  blossoms  flourish 

With  water  and  light  from  above. 

Now  there  is  Death  and  Sorrow, 
Because  you  have  to  know 

That  only  through  Death  and  Sorrow 
My  beautiful  flower  can  grow. 
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I  shall  control  the  slaughter  ; 

I  shall  control  the  sea ; 
Take  the  toll  of  the  water — 

Your  bodies  are  given  to  Me  ! 

I  tread  not  on  the  Flower, 

My  foot  is  on  the  clod, 
Flesh  is  under  my  Power, 

But  the  Flower  is  part  of  God 

Every  Son  of  the  Empire 

Come  when  you  hear  Me  call  : 

Give  back  the  Living  Fire — 

I  have  sparked  it  in  one  and  all. 

Women  of  every  nation, 

Go  when  you  hear  them  cry ; 

It  is  your  Dedication 

To  comfort  them  when  they  shall  die 

■K-  -Jfr  -x-  -X-  -K-  -Jf  ■}{• 

Now  there  is  Death  and  Sorrow, 
Because  you  must  learn  to  know 

That  only  through  Death  and  Sorrow 
My  beautiful  flower  can  grow. 
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ETHEL    M.    CRAWFORD. 


'  I  ^HERE'S  a  lonely  grave  in  a  valley 

That  lies  not  far  from  the  sea, 
And  in  that  grave  lies  buried 

All  that  is  dear  to  me. 
No  iron  rail  surrounds  it, 

Only  a  field  of  trampled  corn, 
And  instead  of  a  cross  at  the  head  of  the  grave, 

Are  the  sword  and  cap  that  he'd  worn. 

They  say  that  he  was  a  hero. 

My  boy  with  the  head  of  gold, 
Perhaps  I  may  never  see  his  grave, 

And  his  story  will  never  be  told  ; 
But  this  I  know,  when  Spring  again  is  born, 

Nature  will  plant  flowers  red,  white  and  blue 
On  that  lonely  grave  midst  the  corn. 
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ALICE     R.     CRON. 


THE    CALL   OF  THEIR   KING. 


"L-TURRAH  !  for  the  men  who  are  fighting  to-day! 

Those  heroes  undaunted  and  brave, 
Who  go  forth  in  thousands  with  hearts  bright  and  gay, 

The  honour  of  England  to  save  ! 
No  fear  of  the  foe — whose  numbers  so  vast — 

Places  ours  as  one  against  ten. 
The  call  of  their  King,  as  it  did  in  the  past, 

Suffices  for  our  gallant  men. 

Hurrah  !    then  for  England  !    that  land  in  the  sea! 

Whose  sailors  are  always  on  guard ; 
Whose  soldiers  are  fighting  three  countries  to  free 

From  the  Kaiser's  loving  regard. 
So  Bravo  !    dear  Belgium  I    Hurrah  for  La  France ! 

But  the  loudest  Hurrah  !    of  all 
For  Britons  ! — Welsh,  Irish  and  Scotch  who  advance 

To  answer  their  country's  first  call. 
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EDITH    MARY    CRUTTWELL. 


GALLIPOLl    MAY,    igi^. 


'This,  the  last  and  greatest  Crusade." 

Winston  Churchill 


T^HEY  stormed  the  heights  of  far  Gallipoli 
Against  our  Europe's  old  ancestral  foe, 

These  sons  of  ours  from  many  distant  shores  ; 

They  gained  the  heights  in  face  of  raining  death 

For  Freedom  and  for  Europe's  ancient  law. 

All  honour  be  to  them,  from  o'er  the  seas, 

Who  came  in  haste  to  die  at  Europe's  call ; 

In  this  first  fiery  trial  they  were  found  strong 

And  more  than  strong,  these  men  who  knew  no  fear. 

The  Benediction  be  upon  them  now 

Of  all  who've  died  midway  twixt  West  and  East ; 

Crusaders  all,  they  stand,  a  goodly  company 

To  bless  the  bones  that  rest  beside  the  narrow  sea. 

St.  Louis,  Richard  Lion-heart,  King  Godfrey  of 
Boulogne, 

Look  down  once  more  on  French  and  English  dead. 

(But  where,  ah,  where  to-day  is  Saladin  ? ) 
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Surely  brave  spirits  watch  o'er  these  their  brothers 

slain 
And  hold  the  high  sign  of  triumph  in  the  sky 
At  length  to  lead  us  on  to  Victory. 
Still  the  foe  stands  for  dark  misrule,  and  now 
The  Crescent  must  give  place  to  the  full  Sun, 
The  Rising  Sun,  to  shine  o'er  all  the  world. 
Byzantium,  thy  night  of  near  five  hundred  years 
Will  then  be  o'er.     Have  patience  yet  awhile  ; 
The  Holy  Wisdom's  gates  shall  open  wide 
And  the  Cross  blazon  on  the  central  dome  : 
All  hail  then,  thrice  all  hail.  Thy  liberators ! 
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ANNIE     ISABEL    CURWEN. 


INTERCESSION. 


A  S  little  children,  frightened  at  the  sound 

Of  thunder,  hasten  to  the  mother's  knee, 
And,  gazing  apprehensively  around. 

Cling  to  her  skirts,  so,  Lord,  we  come  to  Thee  ; 
We  older  children,  scared  by  war's  alarms, 
To  seek  the  shelter  of  Our  Father's  arms. 


Be  Thou  our  refuge  till  the  storm  has  passed, 
Calm  us,  as  mothers  calm  their  children  dear ; 

And  be  our  help,  as  in  the  ages  past — 

For  hate's  dread  thunders  roll  so  near,  so  near— 

And  hold  the  trembling  hands  that  to  Thee  cling, 

And  shelter  pain  and  sorrow  'neath  Thy  wing. 
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Thy  thunders  rolling  o'er  us  yesterday, 
Came  strangely  comforting  unto  our  soul : 

It  was  as  though  we  heard  our  Father  say, 
"  Lo,  I  am  near,  I  who  the  worlds  control, 

Why  fear  the  earthly  clod  mine  hands  have  made  ? 

My  vengeance  will  be  sure — though  long  delayed." 

God  does  not  hear  to-day  His  cherubs  singing, 
The  music  of  the  spheres,  the  angels'  songs — 

He  hears  from  earth  a  myriad  prayers  upspringing, 
Drowning  the  music  of  the  angel  throngs ; 

And  Heaven  is  hushed,  while  at  the  Father's  knee 

Earth  lifts  her  voice  in  mournful  litany. 

The  sigh  of  age,  the  sob  of  infancy, 

The  voice  of  Rachael  weeping  o'er  her  slain. 

The  wail  of  widowhood,  the  misery 

Of  manhood's  moanings,  in  the  notes  of  pain, 

All  mingle  with  the  solemn  prayers  that  rise 

In  this  the  saddest  of  all  litanies. 

What  does  God  see  to-day  ?    His  fair  creations, 
The  lands  made  beauteous  from  His  designs — 

Waste  places  now,  black  with  abominations — 
His  ruined  temples,  desecrated  shrines ; 

The  homeless  wanderer,  and  the  orphaned  child, 

Roaming  where  once  sweet  peace  and  plenty  smiled. 
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What  dost  Thou  feel  in  that  great  heart  of  Thine, 

Eternal  Father,  seeing,  hearing  all  ? 
The  voice  of  hatred,  venomous,  malign  ; 

The  voice  of  anguish  with  its  mournful  call. 
How  long,  O  Lord,  how  long  shall  these  things  be  ? 
We  do  beseech  Thee,  hear  our  litany. 

"O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past,"  arise ! 

Make  bare  Thine  arm,  unsheathe  Thy  fiery  sword  ? 
Defend  our  noble  King  and  his  Allies, 

And  this  dear  land,  which  trusting  in  Thy  word, 
Makes  intercession  this  dark  hour  to  Thee. 
Hear  !  we  beseech  Thee,  this  our  litany  ! 
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NELLY    DAVIDSON, 


REMEMBER. 

"PAR  o'er  the  waves,  in  Brittany's  region, 

Bloodlusting  Teutons  march  in  their  legion, 
Father  and  son  with  their  last  dying  breath, 
Fighting  for  homeland,  fight  on  till  death. 
No  pity  they  for  the  Huns  they  have  met ; 
No  mercy  they  when  exacting  the  debt. 
Alas,  but  they  fall — the  debt  yet  unpaid — 
In  sight  of  the  shores,  where  suns  never  fade. 
Britain,  remember  the  cry  o'er  the  sea  ! 
Britain,  remember  the  call,  sent  to  thee  ! 
Avenge  us,  avenge  ! — We  died  for  the  cause, 
"  Freedom  and  Justice,"  thy  own  sacred  laws. 

Hearken  thy  soil  reverberate  the  cry, 

That  rents  from  the  fray,  where  th'  brave  soldiers  die. 

Where  th'  French  and  th'  Britons  are  in  for  a  race. 

Holding  the  Huns  in  a  deadly  embrace. 

No  pity  they  in  the  fight  for  their  right ; 

No  mercy  they^  supporting  "Justice  is  might." 

Alas,  but  they  fall  in  th'  death-claiming  trench, 

In  sight  of  the  shores,  and  call  for  revenge. 

Britain,  remember  the  cry  o'er  the  sea ! 

Join  in  millions  on  th'  appeal  sent  to  thee  ! 

Remind  and  remember  ! — We  died  for  th'  cause. 

Freedom  and  Justice,"  Britain's  sacred  laws. 
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The  call  from  the  dead  has  not  been  ignored, 

For  th'  whole  nation  swears  ^^not  to  sheathe  the  sword 

To  keep  chaste  its  name,  and  not  to  refrain 

From  the  fight,  till  the  last  Hun  has  been  slain." 

No  pity  "we  for  the  arrogant  Hun ; 

No  mercy  will  have  th'  all-powerful  gun. 

Till  th'  enemy  falls,  and  th'  debt  will  be  paid, 

Till  then^  on  the  shores  where  suns  never  fade 

Shall  we  remember  the  cry  o'er  the  sea, 

So  long  remember  "Belgium's  debris." 

Avenge  you  ?    Forsooth!    We'll  die  for  the  cause, 

"  Freedom  and  Justice,"  Britain's  sacred  laws. 
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CHRISTIE    DEAS. 


THE    PIPERS. 


PIPER  came  piping  over  the  hill, 
And  his  pipes  rang  loud  and  shrill, 

"  Follow  me,  follow  me,  all  who  may ; 

Bring  out  your  pipes,  and  pipe  as  I  play. 

Not  always  your  chance,  to-day  is  your  day. 

Come,  follow  me,  comrades,  and  pipe  with  a  will 
Ho  !  follow  me,  follow  me,  follow  !  " 

The  pipers  came  forth  like  a  Highland  rill. 
And  their  notes  made  wondrous  thrill ! 
Crowding  on,  crowding  on,  cheerful,  gay, 
Their  pipes  told  true  what  they  wished  to  say, 
"  To-morrow  your  chance  will  have  passed  away, 
Come  follow  us,  comrades,  and  fight  with  a  will  ! 
Ho  !  follow  us,  follow  us,  follow  !  " 
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The  pipers  yet  play,  and  are  dauntless  still, 

Though  some  lie  down  on  the  hill, 
O,  with  wounds  of  death  these  have  fallen  astray, 
And  none  may  know  where  their  last  bed  lay  ; 
But  none  of  them  paused  to  cry  "stay!"  or  "nay!" 
For  they  followed  and  fought  with  a  giant's  will. 
Ho  !  follow  them,  follow  them,  follow  ! 

The  rest  will  come  back  from  their  martial  drill ; 

Pipes  with  glory  the  valleys  fill. 
Sunshine  and  rose  shall  disperse  the  grey ; 
None  shall  be  sad,  but  crowned  with  bay, 
Triumphant  victors  from  heavy  fray, 
The  pipers  shall  come  with  their  dominant  will. 

Ho  !  follow  them,  follow  them,  follow  ! 
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JEANIE     DONNAN. 


A     PLEA. 


TD  OUSE  ye,  my  men,  are  ye  sleeping  or  waking? 

The  Motherland  calls  you — but  calls  you  in  vain; 

Hark  to  the  sob  from  a  proud  heart  that's  breaking, 

That  still  you  can  sleep  while  she  writhes  in  her 
pain. 

Thickly  and  darkly  close  foemen  around  her, 

With  hate  in  their  hearts,  and  with  swords 
gleaming  high  ; 

Will  you  lie  low  till  they've  captured  and  bound  her, 

The  sons  that  she  cherished — then  leave  her  to  die? 


See  tears  of  blood  from  her  brave  eyes  are  falling 
For  heroes  sore  wounded,  and  slain  for  her  sake  ; 

Hear  them — your  brothers — so  pleadingly  calling 
"Come  quickly  and  help  us,  for  Britain's  dear  sake." 
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Foemen  are  foemen,  but  these  are  inhuman, 
Soulless,  sans  honour,  deceitful  and  base  ; 

Help,  or  avenge  us,  if  so  ye  are  true  men, 

Ne'er  let  their  foul  fingers  smirch  Britain's  fair  face. 

How,  if  you're  men,  all  unmoved  can  you  listen 
The  prayers  of  the  living,  the  dead's  dying  plea? 

Round  and  about  you  the  bayonets  glisten, 
And  bugles  are  calling  the  fearless  and  free. 

Leap  to  the  call,  as  your  sires  did  before  you, 

Quit  you  like  men,  sweep  the  dark  cloud  of  shame 

Off  from  your  brow,  and  may  heaven  restore  you  ! 
The  spirit  that  made  Britain's  glorious  name  ! 
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MARY     DU     DENEY. 


IN    MEMORIAM. 


TN  the  vast  Hall  of  Silence,  the  bodies  of  our  gone 
-*-      are  sleeping ; 

These  have  no  pain,  or  fear,  no  sigh  or  weeping. 

The  Angel  we  call  Death  guards  these. 


In  the  vast  Realm  of  Light,  the  spirits  of  our  gone 
are  living ; 

These  have  no  pain,  or  fear,  for  Heaven  is  giving 

Them  rest — eternal  Spring  and  rest. 
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ADA    DUXBURY. 


THE     WAR     OF    THE    NATIONS. 

"  It  has  become  less  a  national  cause  than  the  cause 
of  world  civilization."     The  Times,  Sept.  2nd.,  1914. 


MPIRE  beloved  !     whereon  the  sun  ne'er  sets, 
Thy  dusky  sons  and  fair  from  every  strand 
To  thy  great  banner  flock — not  one  forgets 
England  the  free,  the  glorious  motherland. 

Earth,  air,  and  ocean's  finest  v^^arrior  flower. 
Hosts  of  the  Lord,  His  flame  avenging,  fight, 

Not  for  proud  territory,  gold,  or  power. 

But  for  high  justice,  truth,  and  honour's  might. 

Fair  France  !  thou  too,  whose  tale  of  blood  and  tears. 
The  whole  world  shook,  heroic  land !  strive  still; 

And  Albion's  heart  thro'  brave,  memorial  years 
Hold  with  sublime,  unvanquishable  will ! 
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Rise,  martyred  Poland,  from  thine  ashes  now, 
With  Russia's  millions  march,  and  victory  see  ; 

O  Belgium  !    rent  and  crucified,  may  thou 
Immortal  laurel  bear  eternally. 

And  Italy,  whose  ancient  glories  fire 
The  worthy  heirs  of  thy  imperial  past ; 

In  peasant  son  and  old  patrician  sire. 

Their  flame  unfailing  burns  unto  this  last. 

For  Liberty  ye  fight,  ye  die !    all  hail ! 

Mailed  Force — hell-chartered  tyrant  to  strike  low; 
Faith's  heritage — Flight's  kingdom,  shall  not  fail, 

Tho'  myriads  perish  in  the  direful  throe  ! 

Sword  of  the  nations,  scourge  and  slay!  come  then 
God's  angel  Peace,  with  beauteous  flag  unfurled, 

In  triumph  for  the  brotherhood  of  men, 
The  vast  deliverance  of  a  waiting  world ! 
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EMILY     EDIS. 


LEFT!    RIGHT! 


T    EFT,  right  !    Left,  right ! 

On  they  go  !    And  as  they  go, 
How  they  set  our  pulses  throbbing  ! 
How  they  make  our  hearts  to  glow ! 

How  we  love  the  hero  in  them  ! 

How  we  think  with  happy  pride — 
They  are  British  ;  we  are  British  ; 

It  is  good  to  be  allied. 

Of  one  race,  with  those  whose  manhood 
Honoured  is  the  wide  world  o'er. 

Britain  marches  to  her  triumph, 
And  her  youth  are  at  the  fore  ! 

We  will  follow  in  their  footsteps. 
Who  have  harked  to  duty's  call, 

Till  it  shall  be  said  of  Britain, 
"  Ah,  that  nation — heroes  all ! '' 

We  will  emulate  our  soldiers. 

Follow  their  example  fine, 
Heart  and  soul,  "  do  out  the  duty," 

You  in  your  way,  I  in  mine  ! 
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KATE    EVEREST. 


THE    DESTRUCTION    OF    R  HE  IMS. 


'T^HY  ruined  walls,  thy  sacred  fane, 

Stand  bare  against  a  weeping  sky ; 
O'er  shattered  altar  falls  the  rain, 

The  Holy  Relics  scattered  lie. 
The  great  white  Christ  with  drooping  head 

Gleamed  through  the  purple  dusk  alone 
And  nature's  tears  are  fitly  shed. 

O'er  sculptured  glories  wrought  in  stone. 

Oppressor  of  creation's  host — 

Who  strewed  the  seas  with  deadly  mine. 
Blasphemer  !  with  thy  impious  boast, 

"I  rule  on  earth  by  right  Divine." 
Tyrant  !    thy  time  is  drawing  near, 

And  thou  must  answer  at  that  day. 
Words — through  the  ages  ringing  clear, 

**  Vengeance  is  mine,  I  will  repay." 

Proud  enemy  of  God  and  man. 

Bow  down  before  the  wrath  to  come. 
For  never  since  the  world  began 

Has  greater  criminal  rushed  to  doom. 
The  ruined  towers  of  Rheims  shall  cast 

A  stain  on  thy  dishonoured  name, 
Through  all  our  history  to  the  last 

A  silent  witness  of  thy  shame. 
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A.    VIOLET    GANDY. 


AUGUST    4th,     igis. 


T    ORD  God  of  armies,  hear  our  Nation's  prayer, 

As  we  before  Thee  kneel  to  render  praise, 
And  grateful  thanks  for  all  the  loving  care 
Thou  hast  extended  o'er  us  through  the  maze 
Of  War's  red  paths ;  and  we  would  crave,  dear  Lord, 
That  Thou  wilt  still  protect  us  by  Thy  power. 
Until  we  may  with  honour  sheathe  the  sword 
We  drew  when  "Might"  reverted  to  the  day  and  hour 
Of  trial  by  combat,  and  with  felon  blows 
Struck  at  the  precepts  founded  on  Thy  laws; 
The  tide  of  battle  fiercely  ebbs  and  flows. 
And  rules  of  God  and  man  the  foe  ignores. 
Thine  eyes  behold.  Thine  eyelids  judge  aright. 
Lord  God  of  armies,  teach  us  how  to  fight. 
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EDITH    C.    GERRARD. 


HEROISM. 


"^XyTITH  love-light  in  his  eyes,  so  blue, 

He  spoke,  with  tender  voice  and  true 
"For  God,  my  Country,  and  for  you  !" 

And  then  he  went  !  Could  I  say  'nay'  ? 

Could  I  in  righteousness  say  '  stay  '  ? 

E'en  though  my  heart  should  break  that  day. 

Deep  down — ay,  deep  as  love,  my  pride  ; 
Devotion,  duty,  were  denied 
If  I  had  kept  him  by  my  side. 

His  nobleness  was  my  delight  ; 

No  mother- love  should  be  his  blight  ; 

Tears  would  be  wept — though  out  of  sight ! 

And  with  a  smile,  I  bade  'farewell,' 
He  left  a  heav'n  to  enter  hell ! 
With  clash  of  arms  as  funeral  knell ! 

■X-  -K-  ^  ■?{•  -K- 

Searcher  of  hearts,  to  Thee  I  go. 

Thou  seest  the  depths — my  anxious  woe, 

My  dread — to  know,  or  not  to  know  ! 

Lord  Christ,  I  cannot  plead  in  vain  ; 

Thy  tender  pity  sees  my  pain  ; 

Ohj  bring  my  loved  one  back  again  ! 
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M.   E.   GIBSON. 


TO ;    KILLED    IN   ACTION. 


T   WISHED  no  better  death  for  you  my  own, 

Than  in  our  King  and  country's  cause  to  die ; 
And  though  my  heart  is  buried  where  you  lie 
I  quell  my  fear  of  facing  life  alone. 
As  withered  leaves  are  wafted  to  the  earth 
And  naked  boughs  look  eagerly  for  Spring 
So  look  I  for  the  Great  Awakening — 
The  springtime  of  our  earthly  love's  re-birth. 
Dear,  as  the  sun-parched  fields  await  the  rain 
And  sleeping  flowers  await  the  kiss  of  dawn, 
So  will  I  wait  in  tranquil  sureness  born 
Gf  Heaven's  promise  that  we  rise  again. 
And  in  that  day  may  it  be  said  I  tried 
To  live  as  bravely  as  my  lover  died. 
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PEGGY    GRANT. 


THE    VOLUNTEER    FORCE. 


/^UT  of  the  night  from  far  away, 

Bugles,  and  beat  of  drum  ; 
Through  the  mist  that  is  wet  and  grey, 

Over  the  bridge  they  come. 
Tramp,  tramp,  tramp  go  the  passing  feet 

And  a  ten-mile  march  begun — 
Men  who  are  simply  'keeping  fit' — 

Soldiers,  every  one. 

Honour  the  men  who  march  at  night 

When  a  long  day's  work  is  done, 
Over  the  bridge  in  the  flickering  light 

With  a  ten-mile  tramp  begun  ! 
Neither  rifle  nor  sword  are  there — 

Uniform  have  they  none — 
But  the  same  strong  spirit  is  binding  them— 

Soldiers,  every  one. 

Into  the  mist  that  is  wet  and  grey, 

Bugles,  and  drums  that  beat, 
Gradually,  faintly  fade  away — 

And  the  thud  of  tramping  feet. 
Honour  the  men  who  march  at  night 

When  a  long  day's  work  is  done — 
For  the  same  great  spirit  is  leading  them — 

Soldiers,  every  one  ! 
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ELEANOR    GRAY. 


PROPHETIC,     igis. 


A     NEW  day  dawns  !    The  sky  with  hurricane 

Of  blood-red  clouds  is  flaming  in  the  East, 
And  in  the  midst  a  sword.     The  sword  of  Cain 
Flings  death  in  jealous  wrath  on  man  and  beast. 

A  new  day  dawns  !    The  flame  and  sword  are  gone. 

New  beauty  smiles — flute-notes  from  a  new  Pan 
Rejoice  the  streams  and  forests.     Right  has  won  ! 

And  Christ  stands  out  again,  the  Superman. 
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MARGARET  TYRRELL-GREEN. 


WINTER  EVENING  IN  WAR-TIME, 


/^ RANGE  and  gold  and  red — a  strip  across  the  grey, 

The  windmill  sails  are  still  at  the  west  end  of 
the  bay, 

The  standard  lamps  are  headless  and  all  is  weird  and 
dim, 

A  misty  moon  illuminates  alone  the  ocean's  rim. 


Sentry  in  Khaki  dull — bayonet's  point  and  steel, 

Watching  with  vv'akeful  eyes  for  sake  of  old  England's 
weal, 

The  lonely  plash  of  waves  on  a  melancholy  shore — 

I  leave  it  with  saddened  heart  for  the  days  that  are 
no  more. 
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E.    GUY. 


THE    RED     CROSS. 


"V[OT  blazon'd  on  a  soldier's  shield, 

Oft  dinted  in  the  fray, 
Nor  floating  o'er  a  martial  tent, 
Is  seen  the  cross  to-day. 

But  yet  it  holds  a  place  in  war, 

It  speaks  on  man's  behalf, 
If  not  on  breast  of  belted  knight, 

On  Mercy's  Corps,  and  Staff. 

On  car  and  hospital  it  gleams 
Of  wondrous  love  the  sign. 

And  fighting  men  of  ev'ry  clime 
Hail  now  that  cross  benign. 

Our  Master,  the  Centurion  bless'd 
Whose  duty  call'd  to  arms, 

So  when  our  men  have  fiercely  fought, 
That  thought  their  trouble  calms. 
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Whether  with  Roman  Legion  then, 
Or  now,  on  Belgian  field. 

The  Soul  of  ev'ry  living  man 
Before  Him  stands  reveal'd. 


And  if  "Great  Faith"  and  courage  bold 

But  animates  the  deed, 
A  blessing  from  the  Cross  will  then 

Help  each  one  in  his  need. 
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MARY    E.    HALL. 


EUROPEAN    WAR,     1914. 


O  !  Trinity  of  Love  and  Power  ; 
Our  brethren  shield  in  danger's  hour  : 
From  rock,  and  tempest,  fire  and  foe. 
Protect  them  wheresoe'er  they  go. 

Church  Hymns. 


"POR  earth's  armies  now  we  pray  ; 
As  they  meet  in  War's  array. 

Forth  they  go,  with  life  in  hand  : 
As  they  join,  each  war-like  band. 

As  they  step  out,  calm  and  brave  : 
Pray  we  our  God  to  help  and  save. 

"From  battle,  murder,  sudden  death"  ! 
Lord  !    hear  each  prayer  of  dying  breath. 

Pardon,  O,  Christ !    both  friend  and  foe 
To  both  alike.  Thy  mercy  show. 

Sweet  Spirit ;   when  in  Death  their  eyes 
Shall  close,  O  !  lead  to  Paradise  ! 
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M.     HALL. 


AFTER    THE    BATTLE. 


A    DYING  gunner  whispered 

"Take  my  last  message  home, 
For  I  shall  never  cross  again 

The  bonny  ocean  foam. 
I've  a  mother  there,  and  sisters — 

We  fought  for  them  to-day, 
For  King,  and  home,  and  country 
We  held  the  foe  at  bay." 

The  nurse  who  watched  beside  him 

Looked  on  his  wound-scarred  face, 
And  saw  death's  shadows  gather 

With  awe-inspiring  grace. 
One  last  short  sigh,  the  warrior 

Lay  quiet,  still,  and  calm  ; 
He  had  won  a  heros  trophy. 

He  would  share  a  victor's  psalm, 
He  had  faced  the  dreaded  foeman 

With  heart,  as  steel,  so  true, 
His  winding  sheet  the  Union  Jack, 

Dear  England's  red,  white,  blue. 
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FLORENCE     HARDEN. 


BELGIUM— A     TRIBUTE. 


"DELGIUM,    thro'  years  of  calm  content 

Has  gone  on  her  peaceful  way ; 
Farmer,  peasant,  burgher  achieving 
Each,  his  life  task  from  day  to  day. 

And  the  quiet  home  life  has  run  smoothly  on, 

In  its  old-world  comfort  and  cheer  ; 
While  seed  time  and  harvest,  unceasing,  unchanging, 

In  their  ever  new  order  appear. 

Famed  are  her  ancient  cathedrals  and  homesteads. 

And  quaint  byways  centuries  old  ; 
With  their  whispers  of  bygone  ages, 

And  legends  of  days  long  told. 

Legends  of  peace,  and  of  warfare ! 

Of  red  battles  for  power,  or  for  spoil, 
For  the  nations  with  bloodshed  besprinkled  her  plains 

In  world  struggles  fought  out  on  her  soil. 
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But  ne'er  in  those  times  of  turmoil  and  strife 
Was  her  soul  stirred  as  now  from  life's  joy, 
When  a  tyrant  would  have  her  'look  on'  while  he 
passed 

Thro'  her  regions  her  friend  to  destroy. 

He'd  make  her  a  tool  of  ambition  and  greed 

In  their  grasping  invasive  stride  : 
Would  as  'craven',  for  ever  besmirch  her  fair  name, 

When  she'd  ministered  thus  to  his  pride. 

But  her  honor  was  proof  'gainst  the  shameful  terms — 
For  peace  may  be  purchased  too  dear — 

So  she  took  up  the  guantlet  thus  haughtily  thrown, 
And  her  answer  was  proudly  clear. 

Then  they  compassed  her  round  with  their  countless 
hordes, 

But  dauntless  she  guarded  the  way  ; 

And  delayed  the  foe  in  his  pitiless  march, 

Till  her  allies  could  join  in  the  fray — 

But  the  cost  has  been  cruel,  irremediable, 
For  they  swept  on  their  ruthless  quest, 
A  barbarian  host ;  dealing  havoc,  and  death, 
With  savage  fury,  and  zest — 
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And  ever  while  Europe  endures,  will  be  told, 

'Mid  its  annals  of  gallant  fight, 
The  tale  of  this  little  land's  valiant  stand 

In  the  cause  of  justice  and  right. 

For  priceless  treasures  all  wantonly  wrecked. 

For  historic  cities  laid  low  ; 
For  the    slaughter  and    pain,    ruined  lives,  spoiled 
homes, 

Nor  power,  nor  riches,  redress  may  show. 

But  for  Britons,  the  task  to  repair  her  wrongs. 
Where  money,  or  kindness,  may  aid. 

For  the  sacrifice  generously  rendered,  the  debt 
Should  be  as  generously  paid. 
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ANNIE    HARTLEY. 


WAJ^     TAX. 


A 


FAVOURITE  school-friend  once,  was  he 
Who  is  master  now,  of  a  merchant  boat. 
Good-bye  and  good-bye,  for  the  liner  waits 
O'er  the  green,  impatient  seas  to  float  : 

Full  tide  and  full  time  for  nothing  may  wait, 
And  both  were  never  so  full  of  fate. 

The  seaman  is  sire  to  a  handsome  boy. 

Not  out  of  his  'teens',  and  his  mother's  love. 
He's  straight,  he  is  tall,  he  has  dauntless  eyes 
That  are  clear  and  blue  as  the  sky  above : 

"He's  on  barrack-patrol" — and  he  looked  at  me- 
"They  won't  order  him  to  the  front,  you  see." 

"But  what  would  you  do  if  a  German  foe — 

The  murderous  submarine  sneaking  near — 
Won  cowardly  triumph,  and  sank  your  ship  ? 
"I  would  give  them  a  chase  for  it,  never  fear, 
And  drown  if  I  must ;    but  you  know,  my  wife 
Would  die  if  our  boy  were  to  lose  his  life." 

He  had  been  volunteer,  and  he  longed  to  join  : 

Well,  his  mother,  of  course,  she  was  all  undone  ; 
But  I  let  him  go,  for  if  I'd  been  young 

I'd  have  gone,  so  I  couldn't  refuse  my  son"  : 
Then  added,  (I  saw  that  his  eyes  were  dim) 
"But  I  wouldn't  mind  dying  instead  of  him." 
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"Your  wife  ?  And  the  two  other  boys  ?  "   He  said — 
"  She'll  have  money  enough,  I  have  left  them  right  ; 

I  have  lived  my  time  and  enjoyed  it  well ; 

But  the  boy — if  they  order  him  off  to  fight 

I  hope — it  is  God  in  heaven's  truth — 

He'll    be    spared    to    live    through  his   budding 
youth." 

I  kissed  him  :  it  was  for  his  own  brave  words ; 
Then  I  kissed  him  once  for  his  soldier  son, 
"  Good-bye  " — and  I  kissed  him  for  the  wife 
Who  was  facing  death  like  either  one ; 

For  the  woman,  forced  from  her  dears  to  part, 
She  bares  to  the  war-knife  all  her  heart. 

The  Spirit  of  Peace,  and  the  fiends  of  war. 

They  had  passed  each  other — 'tAvas  Christmas  Tide, 
The"  captain  was  safe  in  his  home  again  ; 

But  where  Christ  with  His  mother  fled  to  hide, 
In  cheerful  response  to  the  fateful  words 
The  boy  took  his  chance  against  Turkish  hordes. 

Oh  !    Think  it  not  weak — while  the  Herod  of  all 

So  taxes  earth's  mothers  and  wives,  alas ! 
That  they  pray  for  the  bullet  to  miss  its  mark. 
And  the  phials  of  sorrow  their  lips  to  pass  ; 

That  their  loved,  through  the  peril  of  war's  alarms 
May  hide  in  The  Everlasting  Arms. 
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ROSA    AYSCOUGHE     HAYDEN. 


A     VISION    OF     WAR. 


T   SEE  tremendous  deeds  done  day  by  day, 

Such  as  our  war-like  forbears  could  not  dream  ; 
I  see  a  race  of  heroes  sudden  spring 

From  Britain's  heart,  a  never-ending  stream; 
I  hear  the  firm,  swift  tramp  of  many  feet , 
I  see  men  smile  with  joy  the  foe  to  meet 

In  grip  of  War  ! 

Across  the  seas  I  see  more  heroes  come. 

From  North  and  South  and  East  and  West  they 
haste  ; 
One  thought,  and  one  alone,  their  Mother  calls 
Across  the  sea's  interminable  waste  ; 
And  one  their  cry  to  save  their  Motherland, 
And  one  their  soul,  their  heart,  their  arm  ;    one  band 

At  call  of  "War"  ! 

I  see  the  glory  of  our  Empire's  youth 

Rush,  armed  to  the  fray,  perchance  to  die  ; 
And  all  the  heroic  misery  of  their  loved. 

Who  face  the  world  with  clear  and  steadfast  eye; 
Knowing  the  thousand  woes  of  war  are  theirs, 
Yet  speeding  their  hearts'  blood  with  smiles  and  prayers; 

For  such  is  War, 
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Chained,  Attila  I  see,  gnashing  his  teeth  ; 

And  all  his  conquered  kingdoms  from  him  freed; 
I  see  the  widows,  orphans,  girls  despoiled. 

Rise  tremblingly  from  his  insatiate  greed  ; 

They  glance  towards  their  homes  :     where  are  they 

gone  ? 
Those  ancient  towns,  where  ancient  suns  have  shone  ? 

Shattered  in  War  ! 

■3f      -Sf      ■«•      *       -JS-      -Sf 

Now,  Armies  proud  I  see  with  flashing  arms, 

Our  cities  dressed  in  pomp  and  panoply, 
While  we  each  try  to  hide  our  aching  wounds, 
And  naught  is  heard  but  shouts  of  Victory  ! 
Then  Britain,  greater  than  in  all  her  thousand  years, 
Gives  praise  to  God,  and  mingles  praise  with  tears, 

For  Victory  won  ! 


8o  A    HUNDRED    BEST    POEMS 


EMILY    HIND. 


WE    ARE    VERY  PROUD    OF    YOU. 


^^RIE'WE  sent  our  boys  across  the  sea,  to  fight 

for  England's  fame, 
For  liberty  and  justice  and  the  honour  of  our  name. 
They're    doing   it   grandly,    gallantly,    so    let   the 

message  thro' — 
"Oh,  Tommy,  Tommy  Atkins  we  are  very  proud 

of  you  !  " 


You're  a  brave  and  gallant  fellow  as  o'er  the  world 

you  roam, 
Perhaps  it  is  the  thought  of  her  you've  left  behind. 

at  home, 
That  makes  you  shield  the  women,  when  'cultured' 

men  pursue 
And  Tommy,  Tommy  Atkins,  we  are  very  proud 

of  you  ! 
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We  know  you're  doing  your  duty,  and  we  know 

you're  doing  your  best 
To  teach  the  "modern  Huns"  that  Britain's  equal 

to  the  test, 
The    censor's    very  active,  but   the   stories  trickle 

through, 
And  Tommy,  Tommy  Atkins,  we  are  very  proud  of 

you  ! 


We  know  you'll  never  falter,  and  we  know  you'll 

staunchly  fight, 
Till    honour's   cause    has    triumphed,    and    victory 

crowns  the  right. 
Do  you  hear  our  voices  calling  across  the  waters 

blue?— 
Oh,  Tommy,  Tommy  Atkins,  we  are  very  proud  of 

you  !  " 
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LOUISE    HOARE. 


INTERCESSION   DAY, 

August  4th,  1915. 


"PROM  over  land  and  sea, 

Nations  in  agony, 
Send  up  this  cry  to  Thee, 
Lord,  give  us  Peace. 

From  cot  and  humble  home, 
From  Royal  Palace  come. 
Prayers  that  all  ask  the  same, 
Lord,  give  us  Peace. 

Friends  in  anxiety, 

Mothers  in  anguish  cry; 
All  breaking  hearts  just  try 
To  pray  for  Peace. 

Soldiers  in  misery, 

Sailors  at  watch  on  sea, 
Wounded  and  dying  say, 
Lord,  give  us  Peace, 
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Give  US  Peace,  help  the  right, 
Let  justice  conquer  might ; 
Hear  our  prayers,  day  and  night, 
Lord,  give  us  Peace. 

We  have  lived  far  from  Thee, 

Cleanse  our  iniquity, 
Help  us,  Oh  Lord,  to  be 
Worthy  of  Peace. 

Ungodly  deeds  were  rife. 

Ease  filled  our  wasted  life ; 
Luxury — selfish  strife, 
In  days  of  Peace. 

Now  men  go  forth  to  die. 

Friends  send  them  willingly  ; 
We  put  our  trust  in  Thee, 
Who  giveth  Peace. 

When  this  great  strife  is  o'er, 

Give  us  peace  evermore  ; 
On  every  land  and  shore, 
Let  there  be  Peace. 

Christ's  reign  on  earth  begin, 

Peace  between  man  and  man, 
Service  to  God  our  aim. 
In  that  blessed  Peace. 
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EDITHA    JENKINSON. 


THE    MINE-SWEEPERS, 


A 


WORLD  of  heaving  waves,  wide  skies  of  night, 
Dark  blue  and  shadow-filled  and  infinite, 

Blown  by  the  salt  wind's  breath. 
Above — the  light  of  stars,  moon-tinted  clouds, 
Below — the  gleaming  silver  surf  which  shrouds 

The  deep-laid  mines  of  death. 

And  out  of  port  and  quay  across  the  foam 
Leaving  familiar  scenes,  the  joys  of  home. 

The  brave  mine-sweepers  go  ; 
Facing  sea  perils  while  our  homesteads  sleep, 
Lone  guardians  of  the  Fleet,  they  vigil  keep 

In  storm,  and  wind,  and  snow. 

Signalled  across  the  skies  in  flaming  rift 
And  heralded  by  horns  of  winds  which  lift 

Dark  waves  with  fang-like  spray 
Rise  heaven's  tempests,  but  to  seaman's  gaze 
No  shade  nor  sound  upon  the  vast  sea-ways 

Man's  deadlier  mines  betray. 
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Yet  out  across  the  bar  with  every  tide 

Clearing  the  ship's  way  through  the  waters  wide, 

Fearless  of  storm  or  foe, 
Guarding  the  traffic  of  the  east  and  v»'est, 
Giving  with  hearts  heroic  of  their  best, 

The  brave  mine-sweepers  go. 

And  when  the  long  night  of  the  war's  dark  reign 
Is  ended,  and  the  skies  are  clear  again, 

Of  these  it  shall  be  said 
No  nobler  lives  were  given  for  England's  need, 
Nor  unrecorded  shall  be  one  brave  deed 

When  the  sea  gives  up  its  dead. 


S6  A    HUNDRED    BEST    POEMS 


GEORGINA    E.    G.    JEWITT. 


THE    KAISER'S    AMBITIONS. 


T^HE  Kaiser  William  thought  that  he 
Soon  ruler  of  the  world  would  be, 
But  now  he  finds  the  Allies  can 
Upset  his  daring  little  plan. 

He  came  to  England  as  our  guest, 
Then  spied  around,  and  did  his  best 
To  learn  about  our  men  and  guns, 
And  treacherously  inform  his  Huns, 

He  thought  us  neutral,  'twas  not  so, 
We  soon  were  ready  off  to  go, 
To  help  the  Belgians  in  the  strife 
Which  means  to  them  their  death  or  life. 

He  thought  through  Belgium  he  could  walk. 
And  into  London  soon  would  stalk. 
Not  so,  my  lord,  your  foot  was  stayed. 
But  bitter  were  the  vows  you  made. 

Paris  !    you  cry,  at  any  cost. 
But  thus  again.  War  Lord,  you  lost, 
Our  British  boys,  they  won  the  day. 
Your  troops,  defeated,  fled  away. 
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Paris  !    you  cry,  it  shall  be  mine, 
Again  the  Allies'  khaki  line 
Repulsed  your  men  with  all  their  might 
And  proved  the  victors  in  the  fight. 

Vainly  you  cry,  take  Calais  then, 
'Twill  be  a  base  for  guns  and  men, 
To  bombard  Dover,  London  next, 
That  was  your  foiled,  defeated  text. 

Your  very  soul  is  filled  with  wrath, 
And  now  the  order  thunders  forth. 
Destroy  and  plunder  all  you  can, 
Kill  women,  children,  every  man. 

Torpedo  vessels,  raid  our  coasts, 
For  murder  now,  'tis  your  great  boast. 
Revenge  !    'tis  England's  cry  to-day, 
Ere  long,  War  Lord,  you'll  own  our  sway 

Stay  !    your  stained  hand,  beware, 
The  time  is  drawing  very  near, 
When  you  will  crave  for  pardon,  peace. 
For  mercy  for  your  soul's  release. 

On  bended  knees  you  must  go  down. 
If  mercy  you  would  e'er  be  shown, 
May  God  forgive  you  in  His  grace, 
For  all  your  deeds  of  dire  disgrace. 
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TINY    LESLIE. 


A  LETTER  FROM  A    YOUNG  OFFICER 

{ MOR  TALLY    WO  UNDED) 

TO    HIS    MOTHER. 


T   AM  lying  alone  here,  dear  Mother, 

Thinking  of  home  and  of  you  ; 
And  thoughts  of  the  happy  past,  Mother, 
Come  across  my  memory,  too. 

I  fought  as  well  as  I  could.  Mother, 
And  the  thought  of  you  urged  me  on. 

Till  at  last  a  bullet  struck  me. 

Then  I  knew  that  all  hope  was  gone. 

I  am  not  suffering  much  now,  dear  Mother, 
And  I  know  we  shall  meet  again 

In  that  other  world,  oh,  my  Mother, 

Where  there  will  never  be  any  more  pain  ; 

But  we  shall  be  happy  for  ever, 

And  with  our  blest  Saviour  remain. 
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I  have  done  with  the  Battle  of  Life,  Mother, 
With  all  its  sorrows  and  cares  ; 

I  know  you  will  never  forget  me. 

But  think  of  me  still  in  your  prayers. 

There  is  nothing  more  now  left  to  tell  you, 
I  hear  the  "Roll  Call"  in  the  Dell, 

May  God  ever  bless  you  and  keep  you — 
Oh,  Mother,  sweet  Mother,  Farewell ! 


•tt 
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ELLEN    LING. 


TRIBUTE    TO    THE    BOYS    WHO 
HAVE    FALLEN. 

"Greater  love   hath   no   man." 


^ALL  them  not  dead,  those  young  heroic  souls 

Who  for  their  country's  welfare  fought  and  fell; 
They  live  to  God,  and  in  the  nation's  heart. 
For  them  henceforth  is  peace,  and  all  is  well. 

Time  cannot  touch  them  with  its  withering  power, 
Age  cannot  bow  their  forms  nor  dim  their  eyes ; 

The  radiance  of  eternal  youth  is  theirs 
Amid  the  fadeless  bloom  of  Paradise. 


Bravely  they  fought  for  Right  and  Liberty, 

For  Faith  and  Honour,  and  for  England's  weal ; 

Before  the  years  of  boyhood  had  passed  by, 
Ere  manhood  on  their  brows  had  set  its  seal. 
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They  are  not  dead,  yet  must  we  mourn  for  them, 
For  they  were  dear  to  us,  and  still  are  dear, 

And  aye  will  live  in  mind  and  memory  ; 

And  who  shall  blame  affection's  falling  tear  ? 


They  rest,  as  heroes  rest,  their  duty  done— 
We  give  their  memory  honour's  highest  meed. 

Is  there  a  nobler  epitaph  than  this? 

"They  served  their  country  in  her  hour  of  need." 

For  them  the  tight  was  sharp,  the  battle  short, 
For  them  there  was  no  campaign  hard  and  long; 

God  took  them  early  from  the  strife  of  war 
To  sing  eternally  the  victor's  song. 
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MARIE    C.    LUFKIN. 


IN    TRUST. 


'T^HAT  we  may  bear  His  beacon  lamp  aloft, 

Till  all  false  ideals  shrink  beneath  its  ray, 
Shorn  of  their  tarnished  glamour,  stricken,  mute, — 
God  bids  us  fight  to-day. 

Our  sacred  trust  from  all  the  ages  past ; 
For  this,  Life's  heritage,  the  sword  we  wield. 
E'en  though  our  dear  ones,  to  His  bugle  call, 
We  must  the  sooner  yield. 

And  they,  who  hearing,  pass  to  fuller  life, 
With  clearer  vision  shall  look  forth  and  see 
Something  of  that  vast,  wondrous  plan  which  works 
For  all  eternitv. 
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IRENE    MACINTIRE. 


MOTHER    ENGLAND. 


I^NGLAND'S  heart  is  throbbing 

With  pride,  for  her  brave  true  sons, 
Who  out  at  the  Front  are  facing 

The  ghastly  breath  of  the  guns. 
Yes,  standing  shoulder  to  shoulder, 

Fighting  from  day  to  day. 
With  never  a  cry,  for  the  Flag  they  will  die 

For  that  is  our  English  way. 

England's  heart  is  aching, 

For  the  mothers,  sisters,  wives 
Of  her  sons  who  have  gone  to  battle, 

Under  the  flame-rent  skies. 
Yes,  they  are  out  there  fighting. 

And  mothers  and  wives,  here  stay: 
But  the  daughters  of  England  weep  not, 

For  that  is  our  English  way, 

England,  O  Mother  England, 

You  shall  never  ask  in  vain  ; 
Your  sons  will  die  for  your  glory. 

Your  daughters  will  kiss  your  fame. 
Your  glory — to  succour  the  feeble. 

Your  fame — to  fight  for  the  Right. 
Thus  shall  our  Empire  for  ever  stand, 

To  the  world  as  a  gleaming  light. 
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LOUISE    MALLETT. 


YESTERDAY,  TO-DAY  ^sf  TO-MORROW. 


*'"V[0  need  to  dream  of  war,"  we  said, 
And  so  we  took  our  ease — 
While,  just  across  the  seas, 
A  great  Beast  ceaselessly 
Forged  tools  to  take  our  toll  of  dead. 

"  No  need  a  wall  of  flesh, — our  shore, 
Protected  by  the  seas, 
Bids  us  still  take  our  ease," — 
The  Beast  smiles  cunningly, 

And  trains  an  armed  fleet  to  soar. 

That  was  but  Yesterday.     To-day, 
Our  manhood  stirs  :  the  tramp. 
The  life  within  the  camp, 
The  trumpet  lustily 

Arouses  dreamers  to  obey. 
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The  women  seek  to  hide  their  fears, 

And  bid  their  heroes  go 

To  meet  their  common  foe  ; 
They  know,  assuredly, 
The  Beast  makes  light  of  women's  tears. 

The  conflict  rages — West  and  East 
Join  hands  to  crush  the  horde  ; 
The  South  soon  wields  the  sword  : 
Six  nations'  agonies 

Cry  out  for  vengeance  on  the  Beast. 

The  evening  sky  lowers  crimson-red, 
A  twilight  long  drawn  out — 
At  last  a  mighty  shout 

Rises  from  Earth  to  Heav'n, 

Proclaims  the  greedy  Beast  is  dead. 

What  will  To-morrow  bring  ?     I  say, 
That  Right  shall  conquer  Might. 
By  faith  we  see  her  light 
Washed  pure  in  sacrifice, 

Strong  through  the  pains  of  Yesterday. 
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ALICE    MANN. 


THE    SOURCE    OF   POWER. 


'T^HE  German  Emperor  may  be  our  foe 

But  the  power  of  God  can  him  overthrow; 
Prayer  moves  the  arm  that  moves  the  world, 
Though  foes  may  rage  and  shells  be  hurled. 

We  call  to  all  in  our  God-fearing  nation, 
In  every  rank  and  in  every  station, 
To  lift  their  hearts  to  Him  above  ; 
Who  looks  upon  all  in  His  infinite  love. 

Without  Him  we  fail  ;  but  with  Him  we  win. 
Unless  He  consented  no  war  could  begin, 
Sometimes  He  alloweth  the  evil  to  be ; 
That  our  eyes  may  be  opened  our  folly  to  see. 

We  may  be  wrong  but  He  will  soon  set  us  right. 
And  give  us  power  with  our  foes  to  fight ; 
So  we'll  pray  to  Him  to  save  our  shore, 
And  give  our  England  peace  once  more. 
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LILY    MARCUS. 


A    SPRIG    O'    SHAMROCK 

(The  Irish  Soldier's  Soliloquy). 


t^  !    the  mornin'  sun  is  breakin'  where  I  always 

wished  to  be, 
Breakin'  where  the  distant  homeland  feels  the  throbbin' 

o'  the  sea, 
Bendin'  o'er  the  fairy  valleys,  like  as  if  it  sought  to  rest, 
For  it  couldn't  help  its  longin'  for  the  Island  o'  theWest. 

Shure  it  mightn't  yet  be  dreamin'  where  the  soft  green 

mountains  part 
Had  it  caught  the  sprig  o'  shamrock  that  I'm  wearin' 

o'er  me  heart ; 
But  the  day-dawn  left  a  shadow  on  this  land  by  strife 

oppress'd. 
An'  the  sundrops  couldn't  pierce  it  in  their  hurry  to 

the  West. 

Shamrock  !  where  the  cannon's  thunder  from  the  line 

o'  battle  comes — 
Do  you  wonder  that  me  heart  is  beatin'  louder  nor 

the  drums? — 
Shamrock  !  with  the  smile  o'  Erin  stamped  upon  its 

chosen  leaf. 
Why,  I'm  nearly  half  forgettin'that  I'm  in  a  land  o' grief. 
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An'  this  mornin',  when  me  comrades  made  the  very 

drummin'  ring, 
An'  I  joined  them  in  their  cheerin'  for  the  honour  o' 

the  King, 
Shure  I  couldn't  keep  from  thinkin'  how  his  heart  with 

pride  would  warm 
Just  to  see  ould  Erin's  shamrock  shinin'  on  his  uniform. 

O  !  ril  maybe  never  see  them  trim  me  native  glens 

again, 
For  the  noise  o'  arms  may  call  me  to  the  silence  o' 

the  slain  ; 
Then — the  pride  that  makes  men  noble,  let  it  be  the 

deathless  part. 
An'  me  coverlet  o'  glory  be  the  shamrock  at  me  heart. 
An'  I  wouldn't  ask  a  sweeter,  purer  requiem  o'  rest 
Than  a  zephyr  tremblin'  past  me  to  the  Island  o'  the 

West; 
For  'twould  whisper  to  the  valleys,  an'  the  hills  would 

hear  it,  too — 
That  the  hearts  that  love  the  shamrock  they  will  keep 

its  honour  true. 
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S.   MASEFIELD. 


ORIGINAL    LYRIC    ON    ''WAR." 


"T^IS  like  throwing  stones  in  water 

When  Nations  go  to  War, 
The  circle  widens  ever, 
From  centre  unto  shore. 

'Tis  simple  to  begin  it; 

But  far-reaching  is  the  end — 
Our  British  blood  is  boiling, 

And  German  pride  won't  bend. 

To  read  of  all  the  slaughter 

Makes  us  shudder  and  turn  pale — 

But  I  fear  we've  not  yet  heard 
The  last  of  Britain's  wail. 

God,  save  our  noble  Country ! 

God,  send  us  quickly  Peace ! 
God,  make  our  hosts  victorious  !— 

God,  make  all  wars  to  cease ! 
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GLADYS    M.   MASON. 


BELGIUM. 


npHE  Breach  was  there.     We  manned  it. 

Yea — Belgium's  Army  did  not  fail ! 
That  Breach  was  in  our  Frontier  wall, 

That  crashing  fell  beneath  the  hail 
Of  ruthless  fire,  by  myriad  hosts. 

Trained  on  our  batt'ries. 


That  crashing  fell — I  say — 

And  crushed  beneath  its  ruin, 
Never  our  own,  but  German  Honour  ! 

Alas  !  there  were  our  dying  strewn 
Upon  that  grave,  that  held  the  mangled  corse 
Of  German  chivalry  ! 

And  through  that  gap  they  poured, 
Unending  legions,  with  steady  tramp, 

That  never  failed  nor  faltered, 

On  fairest  Belgian  soil  marking  the  stamp 

Of  the  great  War  Lord,  printed  fast 
In  blood  and  butchery. 
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We  never  stooped  to  cry  for  pity. 

In  our  breast  was  buried  deep 
The  sword,  that  sought  the  hearts 

Of  others,   sought  to  reap 
A  golden  harvest  in  a  richer's  fall. 

We  stood  between  the  wild  beast 
and  his  prey. 

France  sheltered  !   England  spared 

A  thousand  pangs  and  unknown  misery  ! 

Our  land  is  ravished  and  our  homes  laid  low  ; 
Our  women,  tender  children,  forced  to  flee, 

They  know  not  whither,  suffering  the  shame 
Of  beggars'  portions. 

We  stood  against  the  mighty  onslaught, 

Stood  alone,  knowing  full  well, 
Counting  the  cost  of  Honour. 

We  stood  and  wounded, — fell — 
To  rise  again — though  ever  backward  driven. 
Through  all  mischances,  faithful ! 

Nothing  shall  dim  the  glories  of  those  days, 
When  inch  by  inch  we  fought  the  advancing  foe. 

When  comrades  fell  and  madness  seared  the  brain. 
There  almost  seemed  no  limits  to  our  woe ! 

The  Body  failed, — the  Spirit  could  not  die, 
The  Spirit  of  true  Liberty  ! 
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A  little  wedge  of  land  betwixt  the  sea 

And  France,  half  hid  by  waters, 
As  with  a  nation's  tears, 

There,  with  a  life,  that  never  falters. 
There,  still  on  soil  her  own, 

Throbs  the  great  heart  of  Belgium  ! 

Oh  England,  sea-girt  island,  Mother 

Of  free-born  sons,  this  creed 
We  learned  of  you,  that  life  is  little  worth 

That  knows  not  freedom.     We  need 
No  other  plea  to  claim  true  fellowship, 
To  stand  as  one,  united. 

And  we  believe  this  creed,  men  die 

To  utter,  shall  not  fail, 
That  Belgium's  flag  to  farthest  limits  of  our  land 

Shall  fly  again.     The  Flail 
Waits  in  the  hand  of  Justice, 
Waits  the  sure  hour  to  fall  ! 


ON  THE  EUROPEAN  WAR.        IO3 


OPHELIA  GEORGE  MATHER. 


THE   GLORY  OF   WAR, 


T 


HERE'S  glory  in  the  khaki  stream 
That  passes  through  the  station-gate! 
Perhaps  there's  glory  in  the  gleam 

That  fills  the  eyes  of  those  who  wait ! 
Its  glamour  leads  them  to  their  homes, 
And  blinds  the  bright  eye  w-hen  it  roams 

Around  the  empty  room  ! 
Yet  when  away  with  day  it  steals, 
What  suffering  form  is  this,  that  kneels 
Half-fainting  with  the  pain  she  feels 
At  Glory's  stroke  of  doom  ? 

Does  Glory  fill  the  heart  of  her 

Who  hears  one  voice  in  ev'ry  sound, 

And  sees  but  one  face  everywhere^ 
And  gazes  hopelessly  around, 

Biting  the  lip  to  keep  back  tears 

That  bode  to  drown  all  future  years 
In  seas  of  misery? 

Who  tries  to  give,  wath  scarce  a  groan, 

The  only  heart  that  matched  her  own, 

Knowing  that  she  is  left  alone 
With  Glory's  legacy? 
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Britain,  with  other  lands,  will  boast 
How  native  warriors  rushed  to  meet 

The  bold  invaders  of  our  coast 

Until  their  downfall  was  complete ! 

How  Glory  stood  where  ranks  were  thin, 

And  cheered  above  the  shrapnel-din, 
And  smiled  among  the  stench 

Of  reeking  bodies,  graveless  still, 

By  silent  wood  and  lonely  hill, 

Or  sang  its  most  triumphant  trill, 

In  the  death-haunted  trench  ! 


They'll  tell  how  Glory  stood  its  ground, 

Where  men  half -gasped  their  lives  away, 
And  in  the  foulest  vapours  found 

The  incense  of  a  hero's  day ! 
How  Glory  let  them  slake  their  thirst 
Where  evil  brain  had  done  its  worst, 

And  left  a  poisoned  stream  ! 
Still  onward  Glory's  beckoning  light 
Leads  through  the  inky  vault  of  night. 
Where  the  air  bristles  with  affright 
And  apprehensive  dreams ! 


ON    THE    EUROPEAN    WAR.  105 


Has  Glory  other  charms  than  these  ? 

Its  radiance  penetrates  beneath 
The  darkened  fathoms  of  the  seas 

And  there  reveals  the  victor's  wreath! 
Where  craftily  destroyers  creep 
Among  the  dwellers  of  the  deep, 

In  quest  of  human  prey  ! 
Sea-vampires,  blood-suckers,  or  ghouls, 
With  tentacles  that  bait  for  souls, 
Bidding  the  ocean  as  it  rolls 

Hide  half  their  guilt  away ! 


There  is  no  infamy  so  great 
But  Glory  gilds  the  very  deed, 

Till  our  dulled  senses  estimate 
The  values  of  a  noxious  weed, 

As  though  'twere  Honour's  stainless  flow'r. 

The  amaranth  of  lawful  pow'r 

By  Justice  proudly  worn  ! 

Glory  so  flauntingly  behaves 

On  land,  in  air,  or  on  the  waves, 

That  Britain's  war-lords  in  their  graves 
Must  turn  and  writhe  with  scorn ! 
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There's  something  more  than  Glory's  dream 
That  makes  men  choose  a  sordid  death, 

Victims  of  every  evil  scheme, 

Dishonour  tainting  every  breath  ! 

Each  building  his  own  funeral  pyre 

In  w'reathing  flames  of  liquid  fire 
Kindled  by  fiendish  hands  ! 

They  feel  no  glory,  where  they  lie 

Half-sodden  in  some  loathsome  stye. 

Some  dug-out  trap  wherein  to  die, 
In  weary,  waiting  bands  ! 


There's  something, — call  it  what  you  will, 
Revenge, — or  outraged  sense  of  right. 

Or  Nature's  own  instinct  to  kill 
Repulsive  germ  or  parasite  ! 

An  impulse  to  bring  down  each  threat 

That  dares  to  menace  Britons  yet. 
With  arrogant  conceit ! 

Each  holds  a  brief  for  some  dear  life. 

Defenceless  mother,  child,  or  wife. 

And  enters  the  ignoble  strife. 
Us  purpose  to  defeat ! 
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With  such  a  bold  yet  skulking  foe 
There  is  no  glory  in  the  fight ! 

Truce-violaters  cannot  know 

The  line  that  severs  Wrong  from  Right ! 

When  lying  murderers  take  the  fieldj 

Is  there  one  Briton  who  would  yield, 
Or  would  refuse  to  go  ? 

Although  he  sickens  at  the  thought 

Of  battles  that  are  foully  fought, 

Of  honour  that  is  set  at  nought, 
With  mockery  laid  low ! 


No  !     Not  for  Glory,  nor  for  Fame  ! 

As  once  'twas  said  in  Marlborough's  day, 
But  to  avenge  our  own  good  name, 

To  stand  by  comrades,  come  what  may! 
To  stifle  bullies  in  their  shame. 
To  make  them  taste  their  own  low  game, 

Until  their  vauntings  cease  ; 
Nor  ever  call  the  war-dogs  in, 
Till,  with  their  quarry  at  Berlin, 
Their  barks  proclaim  how  Britons  win 
An  honourable  peace ! 
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MINNIE   MILNES,    M.A. 


WERE  I  A  MAN. 


X AT'ERE  I  a  Man,  I'd  march  away 

And  be  the  foremost  in  the  fray,- 
I'd  shoulder  arms — the  Khaki  don, 
And  proud  to  be  my  Mother's  son: 
One  I  would  be  to  lead  the  way 
Were  I  a  Man  ! 


Were  I  a  Man,  I'd  bless  the  day 
That  called  me  thus  my  debt  to  pay  ; 
Most  willing  to  the  ranks  I'd  run, 
Nor  dread  nor  danger  fearful  shun 
For  Victory  I  should  watch  and  pray — 
Were  I  a  Man  ! 
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EMILY  J.    MONTGOMERIE. 


THE  WAR  CLOUD    ( Nahum  i. '7 ). 

FOR  THE  BRAVE  SOLDIERS. 


T^HE  war  cloud  is  wrapping  us  round,  ah,  me ! 

And  no  one  can  tell  what  the  sad  end  may  be ; 
The  widows'  and  orphans'  tears  must  flow 
In  darkened,  desolate  homes  of  woe — 
The  saddened  homes  where  we  sleep  and  wake, 
Where  loving  and  tender  hearts  must  break. 
Look  down,  O  Lord,  from  Thy  home  on  high, 
And  hear  us  now  as  to  Thee  we  cry. 
Thou  art  our  refuge  in  time  of  need  ; 
Unto  Thee  we  come  and  with  Thee  we  plead. 
There  are  ominous  mutterings  far  and  near, 
And  our  weak  hearts  tremble  with  anxious  fear 
For  the  dear  ones  who  now  to  the  front  must  go, 
And  there  amid  dangers  must  face  the  foe. 
And,  alas  !   many  soon  shall  be  lying  low. 
Lord,  guide  our  army  by  day  and  by  night, 
Help  Thou  our  soldiers  to  do  what  is  right. 
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Manly,  kind-hearted,  and  true  may  they  be. 

Noted  for  brave  deeds  by  land  and  by  sea, 

Our  bright  British  soldiers  are  famous,  we  know 

For  brave,  manly  actions  wherever  they  go ; 

They  are  noble  enough  e'en  to  succour  a  foe. 

'Tis  not  in  our  navy  or  soldiers  we  trust — 

They  never  could  save  us,  for  they  are  but  dust ; 

Our  trust  is  in  Thee,  Lord,  in  this  trying  hour. 

O  save  and  deliver  by  Thy  mighty  power. 

To  Thee,  O  Thou  true  God,  we  now  humbly  cry ; 

Thy  true  word  assures  us  Thou  art  ever  nigh. 

Our  nation  has  taken  the  part  of  the  weak. 

No  honour  or  recompense  will  Britain  seek. 

She  could  not  be  passive  and  see  the  weak  fall, 

The  need  of  a  nation  alone  was  her  call  ; 

And  God  looketh  down  and  will  show  Himself  stroncf 

On  behalf  of  the  nation  that  seeks  to  right  wrong. 

He'll  be  with  our  soldiers  by  day  and  by  night 

Because  they  are  seeking  to  do  what  is  right. 

While  fighting  the  foes,  lads,  that  gather  around. 

Forget  not  the  foe  that  in  all  hearts  is  found ; 

Let  no  sin  of  any  kind  over  you  reign, 

Trust  in  the  Lord  Jesus  and  victory  you'll  gain  ; 

With  clean  hearts  and  hands  you  shall  conquer  the  foe, 

For  God  shall  be  with  you  wherever  you  go. 
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O,  never  forget,  lads,  that  Christ  on  the  tree 

In  love  laid  His  life  down  that  you  might  be  free : 

He  died  in  your  stead,  there  your  great  debt  He  paid, 

Your  sins  and  iniquities  on  Him  were  laid. 

Then  surely  our  brave  lads  will  own  Him  as  Lord, 

Will  give  Him  their  whole  heart  and  trust  in  His  word; 

And  then,  tho'  you  face  cannon,  sword,  bomb,  or  spear, 

He  will  not  forsake  you  when  danger  is  near ; 

And  if  you  should  fall,  then  to  glory  you'll  go, 

Where  war  cannot  come  and  where  tears  never  flow. 

O,  Lord,  to  the  nations  in  mercy  send  peace. 

Bid  all  this  bloodshed  and  trouble  to  cease; 

Send  now  prosperity  to  our  loved  land, 

Protect  and  keep  us  by  Thy  mighty  hand  ; 

Then  shall  we  serve  Thee  and  praise  Thee  each  day 

When  the  dark  war  cloud  has  melted  away. 
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CONSTANCE  MORGAN. 


YESTERNIGHT. 


L 


ONG  years  ago,  before  the  War  began, 

When  I  was  young  and  happy,  without  fear 
Of  what  to-morrow  morn  might  bring :  when  Life 
Was  but  a  Summer  dream,  and  you  were  here : 
Long  years  ago,  I  think  it  was,  I  laughed  and  said 
"How  fair  the  world  is,  and  the  moon  how  bright !" 
But  now  the  sky  is  dark,  you  may  be  dead  ! 
Ah  !    I  was  young  then  !   Was  it  Yesternight  ? 
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MARY    MOSTYN. 


WAI^. 


"  I  ^HE  star  of  peace  has  set,  and  where  it  shone 
The  heavy  clouds  of  war  o'erspread  the  sky, 
And  roar  of  cannon  and  the  clash  of  arms 
Sound  over  Europe  and  upon  the  seas : 
Grim  death  goes  forth,  and  where  so  late  was  joy. 
Sorrow  and  pain  are  filling  all  the  land. 
Oh  peace,  sweet  peace  return,  our  sad  hearts  pray, 
And  once  more  shed  thy  radiance  on  the  world. 
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L.   LYDIA  ACADIA    PANTER. 


MAKE  FATE  THY  FRIEND. 


r^  Lion  Heart  of  Britain  woke, 

Let  Justice'  Hand,  with  lion-stroke,''^ 
Uncurse  this  Reahn  of  Teuton  throngs 
To  whom  no  binding  Oath  belongs. 

O  Arm  of  Right 

Strike,  at  heat  white ! 

If  weak  thou  smite — 

Thy  'Day'  turns  Night. 

What  safety,  till  expelled  the  foes 
Did  drug  this  land  nigh  comatose  ? 
And  fool'd  permit  their  money-scramible, 
So  they  in  ships  and  guns  might  gamble, 

And  use  her  gold 

They  greedy  shoal'd, 

To  fling  her  roll'd 

In  bloodshed  cold. 
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To  mock  her  be  Germania's  jest, — 
Next,   droop  her  sink  a  slave  detest ! — 
Now,  ban  the  breed  did  thus  betray, 
To  snake  this  Land  their  swallow'd  prey : 

Who  treach'ried  the  Wave 

The  'Lusitania's'  grave, 

And  gas  the  clouds 

Weave  coffin-shrouds. 


Spring,  Lionland  aroused  ! — thy  foes 
Chase  hence — as  like  swift  tempest  strows 
The  sand  adown  thy  cliff-walls  leap, 
All  scatter'd  where  the  sand-worm  creep. 

Make  Fate  thy  friend, t 

Britain's  life  defend  : 

Grasp  the  sting-nettle, 

If  aught  thy  mettle  ! 


■*A  single  stroke  of  a  lion's  paw  has  been  known  to  kill  a  man, 
but  Teutonia  will  take  many  a  more. 

+  By  "P'ate"  the  Aullior  means  the  set  Will  of  Providence, 
whose  orbit  is  Infinite  Freedom  and  Justice. 
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ETHEL  F.  PARR. 


A    MOTHER    TO    HER    SON, 


/^NE  cast  a  warrior's  heart  into  the  fray 

Then  perished  in  a  fight  where  brave  men  died; — 
What  joy  to  pass  with  you  the  self-same  way 
At  dawn  or  eventide! 

On  blood-stained  fields  where  silent  stars  look  down, 
Men  die,  'mid  cannon's  roar  and  bullets'  hail, 

Each  gives  his  life  to  win  no  earthly  crown — 
Shall  not  such  love  prevail  ? 

Yet,  should  you  die,  ah,  not  in  vain  you  fall 

The  world  is  richer  for  your  sacrifice, 
Who,  counting  not  the  cost,  obeys  the  call, 

Gains  more  than  Paradise. 

V:  *  ^  -x-  * 

For  me  the  lonely  hearth,  for  you  the  din 
Of  battle,  and  fierce  foes  on  alien  shores — 

Could  I  pluck  out  my  heart  and  bid  you  win, 
My  Love,  that  heart  were  yours ! 
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M.  WALLER    PATON. 


AUGUST,    rgi4. 


A'^OD  send  us  Peace — rightful  Peace!    Ere  its 
returning 
Millions  must  suffer — multitudes  be  slain  ; 
Yet  to  prov'n  Faith  we  cling :     Hope's  Lamp  is 
burning . 
Hearts  fail  not ;    sons  heroic  still  remain. 

Brothers  forgive  !  oh  forgive  !   If  this  be  needed — 
Loss  of  our  best  the  price  we  have  to  pay, — 

Spare  not  your  lives — give  them  free  !  'tis  not 
unheeded 
Comrade  lays  comrade  in  the  dust  to-day. 

Deep  in  the  heart — the  great  heart — of  King  and 
Nation, 

Deeper  in  souls  of  kin  bereft,  enshrined 
Are  these  in  golden  thoughts,  'mid  desolation 

And  sudden  severance  of  lives  entwined. 

As  in  the  past  glorious  Past  our  Arms,  prevailing, 
Won  for  us  Victory  "for  God  and  Right," 

Now  in  the  Present  shall  our  Brave,  unfailing. 
Hold  the  traditions — keep  Fame's  torch  alight. 
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JANE  E.   PEMBERTON. 


FOR  WA  RD,     ENGL  A  ND  ! 


PNGLAND,  rouse  thee  to  the  fight, 
'Gainst  the  foe's  insulting  might, 

t 

Strike  for  Freedom,  Truth,  and  Right,- 

Death  or  victory ! 
Now's  the  all-deciding  day  ; 
Cast  inglorious  sloth  away. 
Or  for  ever  lose  thy  sway 

O'er  thy  native  sea  ! 


Think  of  Nelson,  Howe,  and  Drake  ! 

Britain's  Empire  is  at  stake  ; 

Fight  for  Home  and  lov'd  ones'  sake ; 

"Forward"  be  our  cry! 
Deems  the  foe  our  manhood's  dead, 
England's  ancient  spirit  fled, 
Shrinking  now  in  coward  dread  ? 

Give  him,  then,  the  lie  ! 
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Sons  of  England,  brave  and  true, 
Steadfast  yet  to  dare  and  do, 
Lo,  the  Empire  looks  to  you  ; 

Fight  for  Honour's  sake  ! 
Mothers,  wives,  with  joy  and  pride, 
Spare  your  dearest  from  your  side ; 
Shall  your  country  be  denied  ? 

No,  though  hearts  may  break ! 

Not  for  greed  of  gold  or  land 
Take  we  now  the  sword  in  hand. 
But  for  the  oppress^  we  stand 

'Gainst  o'erweening  might ; 
Forward,  then,  in  Honour's  name. 
Forward  for  old  England's  fame. 
Back  to  draw  were  now  a  shame! 

God  defend  the  right ! 
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KATE    PICKARD,   B.A. 


J  HE    EMPIRE'S    PRAYER. 


^^H,  God  of  battles,  both  from  land  and  sea, 

'Mid  blood  and  strife,  while  breaks  each  mother's 
heart, 

With  faith  undimmed  our  prayer  we  raise  to  Thee. 

Thou  knowest  that  we  chose  the  better  part, 
We  deemed  that  men  had  learned  that  brotherhood 

Meant  blessing — greatest  law  not  might  but  right ; 
When  tyrants  made  of  selfish  gain  their  good, 

For  weak  and  helpless  could  we  dare  but  fight? 
Grant  patience,  calm,  and  courage  high  to  all. 

Bow  down  each  cruel  heart  e'en  to  the  dust, 
Receive  into  Thy  presence  those  who  fall. 

From  evil  bring  Thou  good ;  in  Thee  we  trust. 
All  things  in  earth  and  heaven  obey  Thy  will. 
Stay  now  this  storm  of  storms  with  "  Peace,  be  still." 
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FLORENCE    POOLE. 


TO    H.I.M. 

(Without  permission). 


nPHERE  are  stirring  tales  of  valour 

Told  by  chroniclers  of  old, 
Sacred  quest  and  high  endeavour 

Of  the  chivalrous  and  bold  ; 
Noble  Knights  whose  names  will  always 

Cause  our  hearts  to  thrill  anew 
When  we  read  again  the  records 

Of  their  glorious  daring-do. 

Think  you,  son  of  Hohenzollern, 

That  your  Banner  should  remain 
With  the  trophies  of  our  heroes 

In  St.  George's  sacred  Fane  ? 
You  no  longer  share  the  splendour 

Of  their  deathless  high  renown, 
You  !  who  broke  your  pledge  to  Belgium, 

You  !  who  let  the  helpless  drown. 


122  A     HUNDRED    BEST    POEMS 


Dastard  deeds  have  smirched  your  Scutcheon, 

And  forever  stained  your  fame. 
Your  Imperial  word  is  worthless, 

Needless  slaughter  brands  your  name. 
In  the  annals  of  the  future, 

In  the  ages  yet  to  be 
Men  will  read  of  Louvain's  horrors, 

Of  foul  murders  on  the  sea. 

Better  far  to  die  with  honour 

Like  the  gallant  men  we  mourn 
Than  to  shame  the  name  of  Christian, 

And  to  live  and  reign  forsworn. 
Caitiff !  false  to  knightly  devoir, 

Black  the  fame  your  deeds  have  won, 
True  men  hold  your  name  degraded 

Far  below  the  Pagan  Hun. 
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ELINOR    POSTLETHWAITE. 


MEDICUS    MORTENS. 


l^EATH  fights  Desire  and  weakness  wars  with 

Will. 
One  struggle  more  combatted  in  the  frame 
Of  him  who  bears  a  scientific  fame. 
Oh,  must  his  life-work  cease?     Shall  science  kill 
With  gaseous  weapons  ?    Such  he  could  defy 
In  his  laboratory.     He  shall  die. 
The  elements  that  he  can  rule  shall  still 
His  ruling  powers:    and  he  shall  note  each  phase 
Of  his  own  dissolution — and  shall  go, 
One  more  to  wander  in  the  Mighty  Maze, 
Christ's  Paths  to  find,  Christ's  Sciences  to  know. 
Who  gives  his  life,  doth  Live  ;  fulfils  his  days  : 
And  shall  Attain — in  God's  Omniscient  Ways. 
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MARJORIE     PRATT. 


rO    A     SHIRKER. 


\70U  are  young,  you  are  strong,  and  unmarried, 

And  your  eyesight  and  hearing  all  right ; 
Then  why,  in  Heaven's  name,  have  you  tarried, 
When  your  brothers  are  gone  to  the  fight  ? 

Say,  how  do  you  feel  when  you  find  them 

March  past,  clad  in  khaki  or  blue  ? 
Some  have  left  wives  and  kiddies  behind  them. 

And  they're  fighting  for  you — yes,  for  you  ! 

Does  the  thought,  may  I  ask,  never  strike  you, 
That  vour  land  is  the  home  of  the  free  ? 

Better  far,  were  her  children  all  like  you. 
She  were  sunk  in  the  depths  of  the  sea  ! 
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JOYCE    PRECIOUS. 


TO  ALBERT,  KING   OF  THE  BELGIANS, 
ON   HIS   BIRTHDAY. 


nPHOU  hast  made  Belgium  great.    'Twas  thine 
to  choose 
'Twixt  glorious  ruin  and  inglorious  peace  : 
Thou  chosest  ruin  and  obtainedst  a  lease 

Of  Hope  as  radiant  as  the  rainbow's  hues. 


Had  I  the  magic  of  the  deathless  muse 

That  sang  the  splendour  of  eternal  Greece, 
Then  might  I  set  beyond  Time's  fell  caprice 

The  lights  that  thy  high  destiny  suffuse  ! 

Suffice  it  that,  on  this  thy  natal  feast, 
In  terms  as  simple  as  they  are  sincere, 

I  give  thee  Godspeed  in  thine  high  emprise  : 
May  thy  dear  land,  of  Earth's  chief  lands  the  peer. 
Ere  long  be  freed  from  the  vile  Teuton  beast 

That  makes  her  sacred  hearths  his  loathsome 
sties ! 
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ELLA    PRESSIMER. 


A     PR  A  YER. 


T    ORD  of  the  universe  we  dimly  see, 

Whose  myriad  suns  and  countless  planets  roll 
Obedient  to  Thy  definite  control, 
Teach  us  to  act  in  harmony  with  Thee — 
To  know  Thy  present  Will,  whate'er  it  be  ; 
To  strive  with  knowledge  to  the  secret  goal ; 
To  glimpse  the  scheme  of  the  stupendous  whole, 
The  splendid  pattern  of  Eternity  ! 

Did  we  but  know,  then  might  we  understand 
Why  lure  of  glory,  lust  of  worldly  pride. 

Should  lead  mankind  a  brother's  blood  to  spill ! 
Yet  we  are  all  the  creatures  of  Thy  Hand — 

And  shall  the  Hand  that  made,  not  surely  guide 
Through  every  path  of  seeming  good  or  ill  ? 
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LOUISA    PRIOR. 


TO    A     HESITANT    BRITON. 


"VrOU  have  not  gone — no  doubt  you  have  a  reason; 
'Tis,  may-be,  one  that  all  the  world  might  know; 
But  will  you  not  accept  a  word  in  season  ? 

— Whilst  yet  you  may  with  honour,  pray  you  go  ! 

How  can  you  sleep  when  midnight  rainstorm  drenches 
And  beats  tattoo  upon  your  window-pane  ? 

Do  you  not  dream  of  those  in  yonder  trenches, 
Facing  the  foe  beyond  the  ensanguined  Aisne  ? 

Still  cry  for  vengeance  desecrated  altars, 
A  nation's  woes  and  learning's  fallen  dome  ; 

He  is,  indeed,  a  traitor  who  now  falters, 

Unworthy  of  his  country,  hearth,  and  home  ! 
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FRANCES    RADCLIFFE. 


THE     CANADIANS    AT    YPRES. 


"PCHOING  far  over  land  and  sea, 
Never  ending  the  tale  shall  be, 
The  tale  of  your  great  heroic  stand, 
Gallant  sons  of  the  Motherland. 

For  at  the  first  breath  of  danger's  call 
Swiftly  you  came,  forsaking  all — 
Back  to  the  land  of  your  father's  birth. 
Eager  to  fight  and  prove  your  worth. 

From  farm  and  forest,  office  and  mine. 
Your  place  you  took  in  the  fighting  line. 
To  aid  the  Motherland  in  her  need, 
Proving  yourselves  her  sons  indeed. 

And  now  on  the  tide  of  War's  red  flood. 
Through  seas  of  suff'ring  and  of  blood, 
You  have  carved  yourselves  a  deathless  name 
Deep  on  the  golden  scroll  of  Fame. 
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But  there  at  Ypres — in  that  fiery  Hell — 
'Twas  not  for  fame,  we  know  full  well, 
You  died  like  heroes — you  fought  like  Gods, 
Holding  the  line  against  awful  odds. 

Though  deadly  fumes  thinned  your  foremost  ranks, 
Round  you  swung  to  protect  your  flanks, 
Shoulder  to  shoulder  you  stood  at  bay, 
Driving  each  fierce  attack  away. 

And,  then,  when  the  order  to  advance 
Was  given,  you  got  your  longed-for  chance  : 
Like  hounds  on  the  scent,  you  forward  sprang 
Where  guns  roared  loud  and  rifles  rang. 

What  matter  that  half  your  number  fell, 
Swept  away  by  the  shot  and  shell. 
Still  on  you  pressed,  till — the  trenches  won. 
The  guns  all  saved — your  work  was  done. 

Your  deeds  shall  echo  from  sea  to  sea. 
Your  names  for  ever  honoured  be, 
Like  a  beacon  light  your  courage  stand, 
Gallant  sons  of  the  Motherland. 

And  for  those  who  died  let  mourning  cease, 
Their  duty  done,  they  sleep  in  peace, 
For  a  noble  cause  they  fought  and  fell, 
With  them,  at  least,  we  know  all's  well. 
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JUDITH    RAYNER. 


TO-DA  Y. 


OOMEWHERE  the  guns  are  roaring 

While  we  lie  dreaming  on  ! 
Yet  thousands  of  men  now  stand 
With  swords  and  guns  in  hand  ! 
Thousands,  ah  !  thousands  and  thousands 
And  more  !  to  the  ranks  "  must  "  come 
To  win  this  fight,  to  gain  this  right 
For  dear  old  England  ! 

The  Stately  Homes  of  England! 
"What  of  them  we  ask? 
Are  we  willing  to  make  a  sacrifice 
To  save  them  from  this  blast  ?  " 
Yes  !  up  Boys  and  press  onward, 
We  will  cheer  you  on  your  way: 
And  ever,  and  always  remember 
The  Khaki  lads  of  to-day. 
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We  hear  of  the  brave  and  fallen, 

Of  some  of  our  gallant  men. 

In  our  hearts  they  still  are  living: 

Death  is  only  a  flight  to  Heaven  ! 

So  if  you're  ready  and  willing  and  waiting 

To  take  a  share  in  the  fighting, 

For  ever  and  ever  "your"  names  shall  live 

On  the  lips  of  a  nation  mighty ! 

Mighty,  because  of  its  heroes  ! 

Who  gave  their  lives  and  their  all 

For  what?  to  save  us  from  a  "Nero" 

They  came!  and  willingly  answered  the  Call; 

The  Great  War  will  soon  be  over 

The  Song  of  Victory  heard 

Go  !  play  the  game,  be  strong  and  true 

And  wear  the  colours  "  Red,  White  and  Blue." 
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GERTRUDE    RENNY, 


TO   A    SOLDIER  LAD. 


"M  O    stone  to  mark  the  place  you  fell ; 

No  solemn  bell — 
To  tell  the  neighbours  you  are  dead, 
No  anxious  mother  at  your  bed. 

You  did  your  best,  you  faced  the  foe, 

Who  shall  know 
The  anguish  or  the  pain  you  felt, 
When  shell  had  burst  and  death  was  dealt. 

On  foreign  soil  you  pass  away, 

And  only  they — 
Strangers  to  you  and  yours  to  see  you  go. 
To  hold  your  hand,  not  one  you  know. 

Sleep  on,  dear  lad,  why  should  we  weep  or  sigh? 

Hero  you  die. 
To  live  might  be  your  loss, 
And  death  has  spared  you  many  a  cross. 
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GWENDOLINE    ROBERTS. 


POEM    ON    THE    WAR. 


"LJARK!   martial  music  sounds  afar, 

'Tis  the  drum  and  trumpet  in  the  wake  of  War, 
Soldiers  bravely  marching,  onward  to  the  fight 
Waged  for  England's  Honour,  in  the  cause  of  Right. 

Never  yet  has  England  bowed  to  tyrant's  will, 
Let  what  ill  assail  us,  on  to  victory  still. 
Noble,  fearless  warriors,  keep  our  foes  at  bay. 
Till  dark  war  is  ended,  dawns  the  glorious  day. 

All  our  prayers  go  with  you,  you,  our  England's  pride, 
Who  for  Home  and  Country  have  our  foes  defied. 
Some  come  back  with  honours,  medals  bright,  and 

fame, 
All  will  bear  for  ever  in  our  hearts  a  name. 

Should  this  happy  country,  land  of  bird  and  flower. 
Hide  the  ruthless  tyrant,  feel  the  stranger's  power  ? 
Tho'  we  want  our  brother,  husband,  son,  or  friend. 
Can  we  hold  them  backward,  who  our  land  defend  ? 
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Soldiers,  never  falter  :  turn  your  eyes  above  ; 
Doubt  ye  not  God's  power,  neither  doubt  his  love ; 
After  bloody  battle  on  the  dark  hill  side, 
See  the  gates  of  Heaven,  they  are  open  wide. 

Those  whose  eyes  unflinching,  met  steel  glittering 

bright, 
Pass  from  bitter  anguish  to  most  pure  delight, 
For  them  sorrow's  ended,  for  them  no  more  pain. 
More  than  earthly  triumph,  more  than  earthly  gain  ! 

These  through  shell  and  bullet,  fought  till  set  of  sun, 
Now  dark  battle's  ended,  for  them  rest  is  come ; 
E'en  the  foe  relenting,  on  earth's  mother  breast 
Leaves  the  soldier  dying :  hero,  peace,  and  rest. 

When  the  War  is  ended,  gone  the  dark  black  cloud, 
Over  this  our  country,  we'll  proclaim  aloud ; 
All  our  men  have  suffered,  loud  their  praises  ring, 
How  our  tongues  will  cheer  them,  happy  voices  sing. 

Sure  this  day  of  darkness  is  only  for  a  time. 
Courage  for  a  little,  soon  the  sun  will  shine. 
Home  come  dear  and  loved  ones,  so  to  memory  dear, 
Tho'  some  have  gone  before  them,  others  will  be  here. 

Could  it  be  that  brother  should  another  kill. 
But  for  some  good  purpose  to  us  to  fulfil  ? 
Soon  will  come  the  morning,  shadows  fiee  away, 
With  a  brighter  dawning  Peace  will  come  and  stay. 


ON  THE  EUROPEAN  WAR.         135 


ANNE  ROOKER. 


A     WAR     CONCERT. 


I 


N  the  wards  where  men  were  lying, 
Wounded  all — and  heroes  dying, — 
Sang  a  woman — ah  !  so  softly, 
Melodies  of  love  and  home. 


And  the  brave  eyes  smiled  and  glistened, 
While  the  little  drummer  listened, — 
Beating  time,  with  crippled  fingers, 
To  the  songs  of  auld  lang  syne. 

Low  the  chorus,  in  the  gloaming 
"  Pve  been  roaming,  Pve  been  roaming  I' 
Like  a  murmur  of  the  seawaves — 
'Tis  the  Singer's  voice  that  breaks  ! 

Some  will  reach  their  Tipperary, — 
Kiss  again,  sweet  Highland  Mary, — 
See  once  more  the  dear  home  faces — 
Pluck  a  wild  rose  at  the  gate. 

Others  find  that  Heaven  is  nearer, 
Nearer  than  their  dreams — and  dearer, 
Waking  to  the  great  Reveillee — 
Shouts  of   comrades— VICTORY  ! 
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ELLEN    ROSE. 


TO    A    ZEPPELIN. 


/^   hideous  mammoth  monster  of  the  air  ! 

What  cruel  fate  ordained  that  thy  huge  bulk 
Should  blur  the  glorious  canopy  of  heaven, 
And  devastate  fair  England's  peaceful  homes  ? 
Thou  frightful  product  of  the  Teuton  brain — 
That  cunning  workshop  of  its  hellish  sire — 
Thou  fiendish  spawn  of  Satan,  get  thee  back 
To  that  misguided  land  that  gave  thee  birth  ! 
We  want  thee  not,  thou  murderer  of  the  babe 
That,  sleeping,   recks  not  of  thy  presence  dire, 
Thou  fell  destroyer  of  the  mother's  peace — 
Back!   Back!  and  come  not  to  these  shores  again, 
Or,  mark  thou,  thou  shalt  overtaken  be 
By  Nemesis,  and  thy  dire  fate  shall  be 
Worse  than  thy  sister's — hapless  L.19  ! 
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ALICE    E.    ROWE. 


SACRIFICE, 


HTHE  Altar's  built !    And  hallowed  offerings  gain 

In  majesty.     This  sacramental  purging 
Is  understood  of  God ;  and  human  pain 

And  loss,  shall  strike  on  higher  chords,  whose 
surging. 
Crashing  notes,  drives  self  away!     O,  mother,  wait ! 

The  fruit  of  sacrifice  ripens  anew, — 
The  black  hour  flies  ;  a  white  dawn  breaks  in  state, 

Peace-ridden,  above  the  gloom,  and  shall  endue 
Thee  with  new  strength  and  hope.     Keep  good  thy 
heart, 
O  England  !     Roses  shall  bloom  for  thee  again  ; 
The  fire  shall  mould  a  nobler,  surer  part, 

A  Crown  above  the  Cross  thou  bear'st  in  pain. 
For  Peace  so  vast,  tremendous,  shall  lead  on — 
Heaven's  gift,  to  rest  thy  sheathed  sword  upon. 
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MARJORY  ROYCE. 


A    SONG    FROM   THE    TRENCHES. 


'W'OU,  who  have  always  loved  the  garden  so, 

Oh,  Mother,  are  you  wandering  there  to-night? 
While  yet  the  July  roses  blush  and  blow, 

And  the  tall  border  blooms  in  the  fading  light. 

The  lovely  corners  that  I  used  to  know — 
I  think  them  over,  I  remember  well    .... 

Down  in  this  old  dug-out,  time  passes  slow 
Amid  the  hum  and  screaming  of  the  shell. 

Through  all  the  sadness  there's  one  thought  to  cheer- 
That  English  gardens  still  in  peace  may  grow 

Tranquil  and  safe.     You  are  still  happy,  dear. 
You,  who  have  always  loved  the  garden  so ! 


ON    THE    EUROPEAN    WAR.  139 


C.  E.  SHARPLEY. 


THE    SUMMONS. 


TWTY  Country  calls  me,  and  I  must  obey. 

Lives  there  the  man  to  whom  she  calls  in  vain? 
I  would  not  be  that  man  for  all  the  gain 
Of  Ophir's  mines  or  transatlantic  Spain, 
Whose  manhood's  gold  is  slurred  with  brutish  clay. 

Since  Honour  calls,  I  dare  not  say  her  nay. 
The  honour  of  my  Fathers  lives  in  me. 
It  holds  me  in  a  leash,  like  destiny. 
And  from  them  dead  I  cannot  be  set  free, 
However  heedless  of  their  living  sway. 

My  Country  calls  me — dearest  land  of  earth, 
And  tho'  she  were  a  thousand  times  less  fair, 
Her  maids  and  women  less  beyond  compare. 
Her  hearths  less  sacred  than  of  old  they  were, 
I  would  not  shame  the  country  of  my  birth. 

My  Duty  calls  me,  crying — Follow  me. 
The  Enofland  of  to-morrow  shall  arise 
The  nobler  for  each  willing  sacrifice. 
We  would  be  stainless  in  our  children's  eyes, 
And  what  we  are,  such  they  will  strive  to  be. 
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KATHLEEN    O.    SIMMONDS. 


A    PRAYER. 

t^  RANT  we  may  well  endure — not  with  a  sigh 

Or  faces  saddened  with  our  load  of  care  ; 
But  bravely,  with  a  courage  pure  and  high 

And  with  a  smile,  as  they  do — over  there. 
For  we  must  smile,  although  our  hearts  may  ache, 
That  we  may  worthy  be — for  their  dear  sake. 

Not  in  the  brunt  of  battle,  hardly  won, 

But  in  the  little  tasks  of  every  day ; 
The  common  things  of  life  that  must  be  done, 

Even  though  our  hearts  and  minds  are  far  away. 
And  help  us  when  a  day  brings  nought  but  sorrow 
To  smile  and  say:   "Our  joy  may  come  to-morrow.' 

It  may — who  knows?  for  God  has  still  the  power 
To  give  us,  in  His  time,  our  heart's  desire  ; 

Meanwhile,  we  live  our  life  from  hour  to  hour. 
Striving  to  reach  the  heights  to  which  we  aspire. 

Grant  us  endurance  in  the  hard-fought  light, 

And  victory,  and  then,  at  last — the  light 

And  love,  and  comradeship,  and  joy  ;  and  peace — 
That  these  may  come  to  us,  we  humbly  pray ; 

Not  only  in  the  land  where  wars  shall  cease 
But  here,  on  earth,  we  crave  one  perfect  day. 

And  we  believe  that  day  shall  dawn  at  last, 
And  in  its  splendour  night  be  overpast. 
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AUGUSTA  SQUIRES. 


THE    LUSITANIA. 


"I  saw  one  terrible  picture — about  thirty  babies  laid  out  on 
the  floor  of  the  temporary  Morgue.  I  hope  those  tiny 
mites  will  be  fully  avenged.  One  young  mother,  with 
golden  curls  all  over  her  head,  lay  there  smiling,  with  a 
dead  baby  clasped  in  each  arm." — From  the  Press. 


T7ROM  mountain,  plain,  and  distant  shore, 

Men,  rise  in  strength  the  wide  world  o'er. 
Protect  the  helpless  with  thy  sword. 
Strike  to  the  dust  the  Great  War  Lord. 

Fired  by  the  Autocrat's  command, 
A  missile  sped  from  a  coward's  hand  ; 
Charged  with  death,  through  the  waters  flew^ 
Men,  and  women,  and  babies,  slew. 

Babies  tender,  and  wond'rous  fair, 
Flowers  of  foam  'mid  their  golden  hair. 
Blue  of  heaven  in  their  fading  eyes ; 
Victims  slain  as  a  sacrifice. 

A  torch  flung  from  their  dying  hands. 
As  burning  cross  illumed  the  lands; 
Shining  aloft,  a  holy  fire, 
Inflamed  men's  hearts  with  vengeful  ire. 
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Their  last  lone  cry,  as  sorrow's  dart, 

Pierced  through  the  world's  sad,  mourning  heart, 

From  out  the  sea,  from  out  the  sod. 

It  rose  up  to  the  throne  of  God. 

(To    Herod  II.  the  Slayer  of  the    Innocents.) 

Sleep  not,  but  'mid  the  night's  alarms, 
See  mothers,  with  their  empty  arms. 
Steal  as  phantoms  around  thy  bed. 
And  cry  "Give  back  our  children  dead." 

Not  all  the  waters  of  thy  Rhine, 
Can  cleanse  thine  hands  incarnadine: 
Or  wash  away  the  guilty  stain 
That  rests  on  thy  dishonoured  name. 

Dimmed  is  the  glory  of  thy  throne  ; 
Naught  can  for  this  dark  deed  atone. 
Think  on  His  words  in  thy  last  day, 
"  Vengeance  is  Mine,  I  will  repay." 

Eternal  Truth,  Eternal  Right, 
Ne'er  yet  were  overthrown  by  Might. 
Justice  is  sure,  though  it  come  late  ; 
God's  love  hath  power  to  vanquish  hate, 
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GERTRUDE   C.   P.    STANLEY. 


DESPAIR    AND    HOPE. 


\ATOE,  woe  !  in  all  the  earth  is  nought  but  woe  ! 

Cries,  soft-subdued, and  pain,  and  anguish  wild; 
Famine  and  sword  and  fire  and  deadly  foe 

That  ravishes  and  murders  maid  and  child. 
The  haunts  of  men  are  ruined  and  defiled, — 

Stay  !    can  no  beauty  be  where  love  doth  live  ? 
Yon  woman,  pure  of  purpose,  tender,  mild, 

Hath  given  many  sons,  and  more  would  give, 
That  tyranny  and  hate  may  find  no  place, 

And  he  thou  watchest  there,  brave,  noble,  true, 
That  wipes  the  drop  of  gore  from  off  his  face. 

And  cleans  his  slipp'ry  blade  again  to  do 
The  Fiend  of  Horror's  work,  so  bitter-priced, 

Hath  found  through  blood  the  Everlasting  Christ. 
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FRANCES    COEN    STEEL. 


L 


LIGHTS    OUT. 

ET  there  be  twilight,  cool  and  gray 
Mysterious  with  the  dying  day 
When  "Lights  Out"   sounds  for  me  I 
Let  the  sun  sink  in  softest  glow 
Of  rose  and  pearl,  while  breezes  low 
My  requiem  shall  be. 

Deep  I  would  have  the  shadows  lie 
Across  the  velvet  Eastern  sky 

With  one  pale  star  to  light 
Me  on  my  way ;  and  let  no  walls 
Encircle  me  when  softly  falls 

That  Summons  through  the  night. 

High  on  the  hill-top's  trampled  crest 
Where  yesterday  the  fight  we  pressed 

And  won,   I'd  like  to  lie 
And  hold  Earth's  warm  brown  hand,  and  fill 
My  lungs  with  her  good  breath,  until 

'Tis  time  to  say  good-bye  ! 

Facing  the  West,  that  slowly  fades 
To  tender  dusk,  so  let  the  shades 

Of  Death  encompass  me 
And  hold  me  in  their  silence  dear 
Till   I  awake  one  day  to  hear 

The  last  great  Reveille  ! 
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ELIZABETH  MARGARET   STEPHENSON. 


ENGLAND'S    TEST. 


'NGLAND,  home  of  right  and  duty, 
Home  of  mercy,  love  and  peace, 
Refuge  for  the  poor  and  friendless, 
Shall  thy  power  be  made  to  cease  ? 

Shall  the  right,  which  God  has  given  thee, 
Handed  down  from  ages  past, 

Fought  for,  won  by  heroes,  martyrs, 
Thus  be  trampled  out,  at  last  ? 

Shall  the  proud  invader  enter 

Where  the  feet  of  Saints  have  trod, 

And  the  blood  of  our  forefathers 
Hath  proclaimed  there  is  a  God  ? 

No  !    a  thousand  times,  we  answer. 

And  we  gird  us  for  the  fight, 
England,  home,  and  truth,  and  duty, 

Trust  in  God  and  do  the  right. 
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War  has  come  to  peaceful  England, 

And  the  foe  is  at  the  gate, 
Rouse,  ye  sons,  defend  your  homeland, 

Guard  your  portals  ere  too  late. 

Shall  the  rights  our  fathers  fought  for, 
Pure  religion,  broad  and  free, 

Right  of  conscience,  justice,  mercy. 
From  our  country,  banished  be  ? 

And  we  gird  us  to  the  battle. 

Arm  our  men  and  ships  to  fight, 

And  we  take  the  good  old  motto, 
"Trust  in  God  and  do  the  right." 

Then  our  Father  speaks  in  sorrow 
To  His  children,  here  below, 

"I  would  fight  your  battles  for  you, 
If  you'd  only  let  Me  go. 

Oh  !    My  children,  why  in  trouble, 
Should  you  turn  aside  to  man. 

Pope  and  men,  they  are  but  mortal, 
Let  Me  help  you,  for  I  can. 

For  the  foe  is  very  near  you, 

Even  now  is  at  your  gate. 
Headed  by  Satanic  treachery. 

Who  could  cope  with  such  a  hate  ? 
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Men  and  guns  are  but  a  trifle 
In  this  great  far-reaching  strife, 

Death  and  ruin  but  an  item, 
Each  man  seeking  life  for  life. 


't> 


And  the  world  is  steeped  in  bloodshed, 

Ruin  covers  all  the  earth, 
At  the  helm  a  captain  steers  you. 

And  his  name  is  certain  death. 

By  yourselves  you  cannot  conquer, 
Though  your  cause  be  just  and  right, 

I  Myself  must  be  your  Captain, 
In  the  dark  and  awful  fight." 

Take  the  helm,  Oh,  God  Almighty, 
Steer  our  ship,  through  waters  dark, 

To  a  calm  and  peaceful  haven 

Bring  at  last  our  war-tossed  barque. 

Then  a  humbled,  grateful  nation, 
At  Thy  feet  shall  bow  the  knee. 

Thanking  Thee,  Oh,  loving  Father, 
Who  hast  set  Thy  people  free. 
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DOROTHY    E.     STEVENSON. 


THE    GRAND    FLEET   GOING    OUT. 


T  TPON  the  Ocean's  quietly  heaving  breast 
There  lay  a  mist,  soft  as  a  veil  of  lace, 
Shutting  us  into  one,  white-curtained  place. 
As  on  the  sea,  becalmed,  we  lay  at  rest. 
We  heard  no  sound,  no  herald  of  their  fame 
Blew  loud  the  trump  ;  only  the  seagull's  cry 
Of  warning  told  that  other  ships  were  nigh — 
In  such  a  ghostly  way  the  Sea  Kings  came. 

Beneath  their  bows  the  sea  was  backward  rolled. 
Their  funnels  smoked ;  their  sides  so  grey  and  high 
Scarce  could  be  seen  against  the  shrouded  sky^ 
Each  seemed  a  ghost,  hid  in  a  misty  fold. 
Each  seemed  a  ghost,  yet  with  relentless  force — 
Tho'  silently, — they  clove  the  oily  swell  ; 
Holding  their  straight  and  well-appointed  course 
The  Hounds  of  War  passed  on  their  mission  fell. 
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The  mist  rolled  back  whilst  we  could  draw  a  breath: — 

High  o'er  the  glassy  sea  their  bulwarks  lowered, 

Against  the  sky  their  mighty  masts  up-towered — 

And  thus  they  passed  us,  silently  as  Death. 

Great  iron-framed  Sea-Kings — Monarchs  by  Force, 

A  Nation's  Glory,  and  a  Nation's  Pride, 

Pride  of  a  stiff-necked  people  justified — 

"Pass  Friends,  and  Good  Luck  be  upon  your  course!" 

It  was  the  whole  Grand  Fleet  in  battle  form, 
Guns  stripped  for  action,  gunners  at  their  post — 
A  scene  to  take  a  Patriot's  heart  by  storm ! 
And  from  our  lips  rolled  out  the  old  proud  boast — 
"  Britons  shall  never,  nevermore  be  slaves." 
The  mist  closed  down,  the  sea  was  bare  again. 
We  might  have  dubbed  them  figments  of  the  brain. 
Save  that  our  boat  was  rocked  with  monster  waves. 
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ELLA     M.    STRATTON, 


THE    NAVY. 


T    ONG,  low,  dark  and  grey, 

Sinister  warships  at  break  of  day, 
Silently  steaming  our  coasts  around, 
Straining  at  leash  as  a  tracker's  hound. 

Small,  dark  periscope  top, 
Showing  a  moment, — the  next  to  drop, 
Shattered  at  last  by  a  gunner's  skill. 
One  less  submarine  working  ill. 

Long,  lean  sides  of  the  ship 
Leaving  no  chance  for  torpedo  to  rip, 
Searchlight  so  dazzling  revealing  the  night, 
Speed — to  o'ertake  the  foeman  in  flight. 

Men  of  the   Navy,  we  give  you  your  due, 
None  so  enduring,  unselfish  as  you, 
Giving  your  all  in  the  rush  and  the  strife, 
Guarding  our  honour  and  guarding  our  life. 
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CLARA  PEASE  THOMSON. 


SPES. 


/^H,  mourn  not,  friends,  that  eagle-winged  Death 

Should  unrelentless  take  a  toll  from  us, 
Of  those  we  hold  most  dear  ;    for  they  will  go, 
From  din  of  earthly  strife,  to  be  with  Him, 
Who  made  the  mountain-mist,  and  sea,  and  sky, 
And  all  things  fair,  to  give  delight  to  man. 
A  lesser  glory  wull  He  give  to  them, 
Who  blithely  follow  His  most  blessed  steps, 
Renouncing  all  they  love,  to  save  and  serve 
Their  King  and  Country,  even  unto  Death? 
We  answer,  "No,"  believing  God  is  good. 
Let  us  then  leave  them  to  His  loving  care. 
There's  work  for  us  to  do,  more  precious  far 
To  Him  and  them,  than  useless  tears  of  woe. 
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ALFRIDA    TILLYARD. 


THE    STONES    OF    BELGIUM. 


The    Fort. 

"LJ  EAR  me.    I  was  a  fortress  once — and  now  a  grave. 
Silenced,  the  guns  and  men  beneath  my  ruins  lie. 
They  spoke,  and  there  was  neither  man  nor  God  to  save. 
The  very  stones  aloud  for  vengeance  cry. 

A  Gravestone. 

I  am  a  gravestone  cross.  Last  Spring  a  youngwife  died. 

Deep  down  she  sleeps,  her  baby  by  her  side. 

I  stretch  my  cold  gray  arms  to  guard  her  rest. 

Her  husband  marched  away,  and — God  knows  best. 

Some  Blackened  Wall 

Does  He  know  best  ?    The  lone  winds  roam 
Through  shattered  casements  open  to  the  sky. 
I  was  a  warm,  well-tended  cottage  home — 
A  wreckage  left,  when  tides  of  war  swept  by. 
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A  Brothel. 

Sin  is  eternal — sin  and  lust  and  pain — 

And  men  shall  haste  to  build  my  walls  again. 

I  laughed  to  see  the  lads  with  Hatred  make  carouse, 

For  vaunted    Peace  is  but  a  prim,  child-ridden  spouse. 

A  Milestone. 

Five  hundred  years  I  stood.     Along  the  endless  roads 
I  watched  the  men  go  by,  deep-burdened  with  their 

loads, 
And  some  were  wise,  and  some  were  fools. 
And  all  have  lived  in  vain, 
For  those  Vv'ho  trod  the  ways  of  Peace 
By  Time  at  last  were  slain. 

The   Fort. 

The  dew  of  death  is  on  the  earth's  wide  brow. 
Day-light  has  fled.     We  all  are  gravestones  now. 

The  Earth. 

Have  ye  no  faith  ?  These  winds  and   ashing  rain. 
Fire,  darkness,  and  the  white  dawn  s  drenching  dew 
Shall  make  you  pure  for  happiness  anew. 
Lie  still,  O  Stones.     Ye  shall  arise  again. 
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GERTRUDE     TURNLEY. 


THE    KNITTING     WOMEN. 


AA/HEN  Revolution  ruled  the  land 

Wild  Paris  knew  a  gruesome  band 
Of  red-capped,  knitting  women  round 
The  guillotine.     They  sneered  and  frowned 
On  victims  (many  honour-crowned) — 

And  shrieked  of  "Liberty  !  " 

As  click-click-click  went  their  needles, 
These  women  sat  counting  the  dead. 
The  law  they  defied — their  God  they  denied — 
They  laughed  when  the  gutters  ran  red. 
*     -x-     -x-     -x-     •)$•     -Jf 
Now  knitting  women  round  the  world 
Are  found  where  honour's  flag's  unfurled. 
Sweet,  loving  women — true  and  brave  ! — 
Their  country  called — their  best  they  gave. 
They're  knitting  now  bright  lives  to  save — 
And  pray  "God  grant  us  peace  !  " 

As  click-click-click  go  their  needles. 
They  know  that  their  God  will  hear. 

They  who  work  and  trust  when  their  cause  is  just 
Need  never  have  reason  to  fear. 

■X-       -X-       •)(■       -5f       ^       ^ 

And  Christ's  words  are  true — "Whatsoe'er  it  be 
You  do  to  the  least — you  do  it  to  ME  !  " 
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EDITH  VAUGHAN. 


THE    LOSS    OF   H.M.S.    "FORMIDABLE.' 


'T^HE  elements  raged,  'twas  a  fearful  gale, 

"A  crash,"  and  the  warship's  day  was  o'er, 
And  above  the  storm  could  be  heard  the  wail 

Of  the  sailors  who'd  man  the  ship  no  more  ; 
The  brave  "Formidable's"  course  was  run, 
As  England's  guardian  her  day  was  done, 

No  more  she  would  guard  England's  shore. 

"To  the  boats  ,"  "To  the  boats,"  rang  out  the  cry, 
Every  lad  lent  a  hand  right  willingly. 

As  Britons  they'd  die,  if  they  had  to  die  ; 
In  open  boats,  on  an  angry  sea, 

"Pull,  boys,  pull,"  we  won't  be  defeated, 

"Pull,  boys,  pull,"  these  words  they  repeated, 
British  sailors  we'll  prove  to  be. 

Against  fearful  odds  they  struggled  and  prayed, 
Though  hope  sank  lower  in  every  breast. 

Would  their  efforts  be  in  vain,  would  help  be  delayed, 
Till  they'd  all  been  gathered  to  their  last  rest? 

"No,"  a  ship  is  seen,  a  signal  is  waved. 

The  ship  has  replied.     Thank  God,  we  are  saved ! 
As  Britons  we've  done  our  best. 
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The  "Providence,"  though  but  a  trawler  small, 
Her  captain,  though  young,  his  duty  knew, 

Right  bravely  he  answered  the  sailors'  call. 
And,  but  for  that  little  Yorkshire  crew, 

Seventy-one  lives  might  have  been  ended, 

Seventy-one  homes  by  death  attended, 
But  the  "Providence"  saved  them  all. 

England  is  proud  of  the  Yorkshire  crew 
Of  the  "Providence,"  gallant  sailors  all  ; 

In  the  teeth  of  the  gale,  those  faithful  few 
Answered  the  stricken  sailors'  call. 

Their  names  will  go  down  to  posterity 

For  their  gallant  deed  of  bravery, 
They  are  British  boys  and  true. 
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LUCY  E.   WARD. 


THE  RESPONSE  TO  ENGLAND'S  CALL. 


"PORTH  in  their  thousands  step  the  noble  brave, 

Fearless  of  death,  of  danger  and  the  grave, 
Britain's  in  danger  !    all  fight  side  by  side, 
English,  Scotch,  Irish,  nought  can  these  divide. 
Canada's  sons,  brave,  loyal,  brisk  and  true, 
Friends  of  Old  England,  whose  heart-springs  they  knew, 
Blood  of  our  blood,  they  quickly  heed  our  call, 
Owning  their  kinship,  giving  us  their  all — 
Blithely  responsive  from  Africa's  shore, 
Brave  in  the  present,  as  ever  of  yore, 
Back  from  the  colonies  loyal  hearts  rush. 
To  guard  old  England  and  tyranny  crush, 
Distance  ne'er  daunts  them,  they  come,  still  they  come. 
Half  the  globe  travelled  o'er,  seeking  their  home. 
Joining  brave  brothers,  in  one  eager  quest, 
All  foes  to  conquer  and  give  England  rest. 
Lightfooted-Indians  come  smiling  o'er. 
Noble  their  princes  and  e'er  to  the  fore, 
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Lavish  with  gifts,  they  their  loyalty  own, 

And  for  freedom,  alas  !    lives  are  laid  down. 

Old  England's  faith  goes  with  each  soldier  son, 

His  duty  known,  it  ever  will  be  done, 

There  are  no  truer  sons,  though  earth  is  wide, 

For  he  is  England's  hope  and  England's  pride, 

Old  England's  call  puts  valour  to  the  test, 

Ungrudingly  Old  England  gives  her  best, 

For  they  are  best,  who  volunteer  to  fight. 

For  country,  honour,  justice  and  the  right — 

Forth  from  the  public  schools,  the  seniors  come, 

Leaving  behind  them,  all  the  joys  of  home, 

Their  sports,  their  games,  all  gaily  laid  aside, 

"Forth  to  the  front,"  whatever  may  betide, 

Keen  for  the  trenches,  counting  time  but  lost. 

Till  they  can  conquer,  whatsoe'er  the  cost, 

Brave  boys !  God  bless  them !  guard  them  on  their  way, 

And  guide  them  by  His  presence,  day  by  day. 
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IRENE   E.   TOYE   WARNER,    F.R.A.S. 


A    BATTLE  SONG   OF  BRITAIN. 


'T^HE  Lion  of  Old  England  now  is  sitting  at  his  ease, 

His  gaze  unfalteringly  fixed  upon  our  narrow 
seas ; — 

Seeing  the  lion  thus  at  bay 

None  dare  to  force  the  narrow  way! 

The  "wooden-walls"  of  England  Old  are  walls  of 
iron  now, 

A  man  of  Nelson's  spirit  guides  the  helm  and  guards 
the  prow  ! 

We  rule  the  Seas  just  as  of  old, 

And  firmly  Neptune's  trident  hold  ! 

The  "thin  red  line''  of  olden  times   is  changed  to 
khaki  hue, 

But  the  hearts  that  beat  beneath  it  are  just  as  brave 
and  true ! 

The  times  have  changed,  but  not  the  men, 

They  bring  us  victory  now — as  then! 

The  Banner  of    Old    England  is  still  fiying  in  the 
breeze. 

No  foe  has  power  by  sea  or  land  our  Island  Flag 
to  seize ! 

We  nail  our  Colours  to  the  mast — 

Defying  all  as  in  the  Past ! 
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ISABEL    WARRY. 


HA  UNI  ED, 


TJNEASY  on  his  bed  he  lies 

With  open,  staring,  sleepless  eyes  ; 
What  sounds  are  those  that  fill  his  ears, 
And  flood  his  guilty  soul  with  fears  ? 

And  haunt  him  ever,  day  and  night 
In  darkest  hour  or  brighest  light, — 
The  sounds  that  will  not  silenced  be, 
But  echo  loud  o'er  land  and  sea. 

'Tis  women's  sobs  from  far  and  near, 
Who  mourn  the  loss  of  husbands  dear, 
Who  perished  'mid  the  shot  and  shell 
To  save  their  wives  from  worse  than  hell. 

'Tis  wails  of  little  children  weak 
On  whom  he  chose  his  rage  to  wreak. 
Of  babes  who  found  a  wat'ry  grave, 
Drowned  by  the  "cultured"  and  the  "brave" 
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'Tis  screams  of  tortured  motherhood, 
'Tis  cries  of  outraged  maidenhood, 
The  victims  of  his  minions'  lust, 
Who  cry  for  vengeance  from  the  dust. 

And  then  that  awful  gasping  sound 
That  rends  the  hearts  of  those  around, — 
The  soldier  struggling  for  his  breath, 
The  "o-assed"  in  agfonies  of  death. 

No  wonder  that  he  finds  no  rest, 
Sleep  will  not  come  at  his  behest — 
When  lo,  the  sounds  he  cannot  quell 
Take  form — like  demons  fresh  from  hell 

That  press  him  down,  and  farther  down, 
And  snatch  away  his  golden  crown, 
'Mid  screams  he  starts  up  from  his  bed 
With  features  pallid  as  the  dead. 

Ashamed  to  live,  afraid  to  die, 
Ah,  haunted  Kaiser,  doom  is  nigh! — 
For  all  thy  crimes  thou'lt  then  atone. 
When  Satan  shall  have  claimed  his  own. 
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L.    RIDDELL  WEBSTER. 


TO   A    STAFF-OFFICER 
ON  HIS  PROMOTION. 


"^ATITHIN  the  ancient  gates  of  Rouen,  stir 

Activities  of  war,  dread  rumours  of  the  Hun, 
While  in  the  peaceful  pasture-lands  that  were 
Now  daily  booms  the  cruel  murderous  gun. 
No  glory  hast  thou  in  the  front  of  battle  won, 
To  thee,  the  harder  task  :    to  sit  all  day 
In  the  cramped  office,  there  be  hid  away 
Nor  see  the  field  where  doughty  deeds  are  done. 
But  now  the  well-earned  recompense  has  come. 
For  as  the  poet  says,  just  Fate  doth  give 
Unto  each  man  his  crown  :    continue  so  to  live 
Who  knows  if  thou  a  general  may'st  not  become. 
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LUCIE    HENLEY-WHITE,    M.P.S. 


MATRIX. 


The  following  lines  crowded  into  the  writer's  mind 
on  seeing  the  Crucifix  by  Ivan  Mestrovic  in  the  exhibition 
at  the  Victoria  and  Albert  Museum. 

It  seemed  to  speak  the  words,  "Out  of  the  wreck  I 
rise,"  a  fitting  tribute  from  the  shepherd's  son  to  the 
Shepherd  of  Souls. 

(Voices  of  Soldier-Priests.) 

''AT'iCARlOUS  victim,  body-wrecked,  yet  throned; 

Man's  Call  has  come  to  set  the  whole  world  free, 
To  cull  for  All  the  peace  of  Thy  dread  Tree, 
Lest  devils  live  to  see  the  Christ  dethroned  ! 

Oh,  Shepherd  Soul,  moulded  to  teach  men  truth; 
Beauty  of  eye,  and  brow,  and  form  extinct, 
But  clearer  showing  soul  and  body  linked. 
The  tortured  way  of  blood  now  trod  by  youth. 

Hail,  brotherly,  the  broken  men  laid  low ; 
Speed  England's  ears  to  catch  the  one  drum  roll, 
Remove  from  Her  the  fear  of  one  coward  soul, 
For  love  of  those  who  died  the  Way  to  show. 

Speed,  lads,  to  fight  on  Flander's  bloody  soil, 
Sear  with  hot  shame  all  facile,  futile  views, 
Rouse,  soldier-priests,  with  mighty  brains  and  thews, 
Brace  women's  minds  and  hands  to  unused  toil. 
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Shut  traitor-minded  mouths  (the  Devil's  Ring ;) 
Give  clearer  insight,  lest  peace  sees  too  late ; 
Swordless,  She  opes  the  doors  of  Hell  to  Fate, 
Welds  a  World-Cross  for  All,  and  Thee,  her  King." 

(Chorus  of  Workers.) 

"Broken,  impious,  twisted  lives  !    But  we. 
The  Call  at  last  have  heard,  'Be  Kaiser-free,' 
Christ's  guerdon's  saved  for  All  by  such  as  we. 
Lest  devils  mock,  'Your Christ,  uncrowned  is  He.' 

Athwart  the  shadow  of  the  '  Iron  Cross,' 
By  Workers,  rough-hewn  images  of  Thee, 
Light  the  red  torch  to  set  all  Peoples  free. 
Throw  silver'd  radiance  from  Thy  lifted  Cross." 

(Voices  of  Angels.) 

"Stoop, softly,  Christ!  Oh,  give  them  welcome  home, 
A  vision  breathless  of  a  higher  life. 
Blest  soul-steeps  conquered  by  the  Sword  of  Strife, 
Fit  warriors'  requiem  voiced  by  Thee  alone. 

Sweet  Mary's  Son  !    Oh,  guard  their  soldier-rest. 
Those  of  the  death-strewn  track  still  fearing  naught, 
The  bowstrings  of  their  minds  and  spirits  taut, 
Winging  to  Thee,  past  Death,  for  ever  blest." 
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LAURA    A.    WHITWORTH. 


PKO    P ATRIA. 


"LJOW  fair  is  bonnie  England, 
Our  own  beloved  Isle — 

Where  all  around 

Is  harvest  ground 
Kissed  by  the  sun's  warm  smile. 

God  save  our  own  dear  country 
From  Teuton  Monarch's  greed  ; 

Who  blood  would  shed, 

Till  seas  run  red, 
His  ruthless  pride  to  feed. 

We  have  been  very  patient, 
No  patience  may  endure 

The  boastful  vaunt, 

The  cruel  taunt 
Must  bring  a  drastic  cure. 

We  arm  for  no  vain  glory  : 
Our  cause  is  fair  and  just ; 

When  others  need 

'Tis  ours  to  heed  ; 
No  swords  in  scabbard  rust. 
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The  veteran,  and  the  school-boy 
Not  a  man  too  old — or  young 

But  craves  to  fight, 

That  England's  might 
May  curb  the  boaster's  tongue. 

All  hail  our  sailor  heroes, 
Worthy  great  Nelson's  name — 

So  brave  and  keen, 

They'll  keep,  I  ween. 
The  same  all-conquering  fame. 

And  o'er  the  seas  our  Empire  hold 
For  centuries  yet  to  come. 

While  foes  shall  sleep 

Beneath  the  deep 
That  guards  our  Island  home. 

May  these  dark  clouds  soon  roll  away 
That  threaten  us  to-day, 

And  we  must  fight 

For  home  and  rigrht, 
Ere  peace  can  hold  her  sway. 
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HELEN   F.   WILKINS. 


SPRING  IN   WAR-TIME    (igis)- 


CPRING?    And  a  world  at  war 
Ringing  with  hymns  of  hate  ? 
Yet  a  blackbird's  song  throbs  clear  and  strong 
As  he  sings  to  his  happy  mate. 

Spring?    And  the  clash  of  steel, 

The  din  of  the  smoking  shells  ? 
Yet  in  woodland  ways  a  tender  haze 

And  a  misty  drift  —bluebells  ! 

Spring  ?    And  a  world  of  graves 

And  the  green  grass  stained  with  red  ? 

Yet  from  the  mould  shines  daffodil  gold, 
And  graves  cannot  prison  our  dead. 

Hope  on,  O  hearts  that  break 

With  sorrow  and  loss  and  pain, 
For  the  winter  of  death  with  its  icy  breath 

Shall  spring  into  Life  again  ! 
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MARY   A.   WOODS. 


TO   LORD  ROBERTS. 


LJERO  we  hail  thee,  not  for  fortitude 
Alone,  or  wit,  or  high  strategic  skill ; 
Nor  that  thou  mad'st  thine  own  the  Heavenly  Will — 

A  soldier-saint ;    but  rather  for  that  mood 

Most  gracious   rarest,  which  would  fain  make  good 
The  world's  ungentleness,  and  gave  to  least 
And  last  of  men — nay,  to  the  tortured  beast — 

A  home  in  thoughts  where  love  and  pity  brood. 

There  are  whom  Peace  makes  kind:  not  so  with  thee 
Nursling  of  War  !  whom  yet  her  scorching  breath 

Could  sear  not,  nor  the  guerdons  she  would  give 

Seduce  from  fealties  that  shall  outlive 
Her  lurid  cult,  and  in  her  place  of  death 
Rear  altars  to  a  new  humanity. 


ON    THE    EUROPEAN    WAR.  169 


A.   MAUD   WORKMAN. 


WAR   SONNET,    igis- 


npiME,  with  his  cruel  scythe,  the  fleeting  year 

Mows  down,  nor  heeds  war's  hideous  shrieking 
roar. 

Nor  would  he  wipe  from  mortal  eye  one  tear, 
Nor  vet  to  earth  one  human  life  restore. 

O  just  Avenger,  who  to  each  doth  mete 

According  to  love's  merit,  not  man's  power, 

For  thee  we  wait,  submissive  at  Thy  feet, 

The  dawn  of  peace  to  seal,  the  longed  for  hour. 

So  search  we  deep  within  the  human  breast. 
Wherein  dread  conflicts  rage,  tumultuous,  fell 

The  echoes  of  the  soul's  hidden  unrest. 

That  holy  oil  can  still,  Heaven's  grace  can  quell. 

Then  with  the  Nation's  signal  call  to  peace. 

Bid  we  the  sin-tossed  heart  from  discord  cease. 
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L'ENVOI. 


VALE. 


So,   reader,  close  this  book  of  songs, 

Which  from  our  heart  to  yours  shall  reach. 

And  treasure  •well  these  deeds  sublime 
Which  all  the  lore  of  knighthood  teach. 

In  future  times  it  shall  be  said 
That  Britain  to  herself  zvas  true ; 

That  Britain's  sons  and  daughters  shared 
One  soul — and  thus  her  greatness  grew. 

ROSA    AYSCOUGHE   HAY  DEN. 
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